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IK  DUE  SEASON 


CHAPTER  I 


The  day  was  sullen.  Dark  clouds  were  banked  up 
on  the  western  horizon.  Dust  sifted  along  the  rutted 
prairie  roads  in  a  dry,  choking  wind,  which  blew  teasingly 
:.n  the  hollows  and  over  the  rough  hills,  promising  rain, 
and  bringing  only  gloom.  Deserted  buildings  stared  blankly 
oheir  loose  shutters  and  shingles  flapping,  their  fences 
disappearing  under  the  soil.  Now  and  then  a  hawk  rose  with 
he  wind,  or  beat  his  great  black  wings  under  the  clouds, 
lot  a  green  blade  of  grass  could  be  seen  on  the  harsh 
rolling  prairie  that  lay  brown,  and  gaunt,  and  scarred  be¬ 
neath  the  April  sky.  I*or  it  was  spring. 

Dry  brown  Russian  thistles  rolled  across  the  yard 
<ff  a  grey  bleak  home  that  leaned  a  little  to  the  east. 

:usty  cars  stood  there,  and  teams  with  drooping  heads. 
iLittle  whirlwinds  of  dust  blew  through  the  barnyard  .  into 
the  faces  of  the  men  gathered  there  who  sat  or  leaned  in 
veary  attitudes,  or  walked  about,  examining  a  pathetic 
array  of  machinery.  They  wore  well-creased  denim  overalls 
turned  up  at  the  ankles,  showing  broken  boots.  Their 
jackets,  patched  and  ragged,  open  down  the  fronts,  showed 
a  variety  of  work -shirts,  all  with  the  collars  turned  up 
and  the  points  sticking  outwards.  Caps  with  broken  peaks. 
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and  hats  bashed  and  shapeless  were  being  constantly  pulled 
forwards  and  shoved  backwards  -  as  decisions  were  made. 

Under  the  brims,  the  faces  looked  hard,  lean,  wind -bit ten, 
frost-bitten,  with  fine  lines  about  the  eyes,  deepened 
now  with  dust. 

Tied  to  a  rail,  a  horse  stood  patient  and  sad, 
her  coat  matted  with  dust,  her  ribs  prominent.  The  auction¬ 
eer  approached  her  in  a  business-like  way.  His  reedy  chant 
was  tossed  on  the  wind. 

"What  -am-I -bid -what -am -I -bid -what  -am-I -bid - 
Gentlemenl"  His  round  smooth  face  flushed  a  deep  red  as  he 
performed  a  sort  of  rhythmic  dance  to  his  words.  "What-am- 
I-bid-f  or-this  -horse  ?" 

Like  a  show,  old  Bengie  Farrel  thought.  A  show 
at  the  Stampede  where  someone  sang  and  danced,  and  the  crowd 
watched  and  paid.  Even  the  tattered  black  and  tan  dog, 

Gypsy,  sat  upright,  alertness  in  his  gold  eyes.  The  old 
man  got  down  off  the  hayrack  from  where  he  had  been  watching. 
He  tottered  a  little,  going  up  to  the  group. 

"That  mare  looks  mighty  poor,"  Rod  Graham  drawled. 

"Sure  was  a  tough  winter  on  stock,"  Bonjie  sighed. 

"What  -am-I-b  id  -what  -am-I  -b  id  -Ge  nt  leme  n  l "  t  he 
auctioneer  chanted  again.  Benjie  put  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  his  face  a  mask.  Beside  hiih,  Rod  continued  to 
regard  the  mare  without  interest. 
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"Five  dollars i"  a  mustached  farmer  boomed  from  the 
crowd,  pushing  his  way  forward.  With  eyes  like  little  hard 
pieces  of  brown  glass,  he  looked  over  the  beast,  rubbing 
the  dispirited  head  with  a  gnarled  hand. 

"Who* 11 -make -it -six?  V  ho* 11 -make -it -six?  Gentlemen l 

"Here  comes  Lina  and  the  wife,"  Rod  muttered  as 
two  women  crossed  the  yard.  "Hope  to  God  Della  ain*t 
figgering  to  buy  nothing." 

"is  the  little  red  saddle  sold.  Daddy?  I,.rs .  Graham 
was  thinking  to  buy  it." 

Benjie  and  Rod  turned  to  the  big  fair  woman  who 
towered  above  Mrs.  Graham,  her  head  with  its  large  knot  of 
light  hair  firmly  poised. 

Benjie  nodded.  "Yep,  Lina,  Jed  Carter  got  it." 

"We  don*t  need  the  thing,"  Rod  growled. 

"Who  *  11 -make -it -s ix?  Who * 11-make -it -s ix. " 

"Sixl"  shouted  Jed,  a  lean,  shifty-eyed  man  watch¬ 
ing  Lina  from  the  hay-rack. 

"if  Rodney  is  to  ride  clear  to  Randon  for  high 
school,  he  must  have  a  saddle  l"  N’rs  •  Graham  stormed.  "You 
good  a  s  promised  |" 

"Six!  Sixt  Do  I  hear  seven?  Who » 11-make  -it -seven?" 

"Rodney*  going  to  high  school?"  Lina  asked  with 
interest,  her  clear  blue  eyes  on  Rod»s  face.  "He  cb  ne  well 
that  kid." 
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Rod  looked  pleased. 

"Who 1 11 -make -it -seven?  .ho  ’ 11 -make -it -seven?" 

Lina  looked  over  Benjie’s  head  at  the  mute  figure 
of  the  horse  beside  which  the  auctioneer  danced  about. 

"Poor  Lady  wintered  bad." 

Rod  glanced  sharply  at  the  woman’s  averted  face. 

"Seven i "  he  yelled. 

Mrs.  Graham  went  white  with  fury. 

"Rod  Graham,  what  in  heaven’s  name 1 " 

"Eight l "  Kent’s  hard  brown  eyes  glittered. 

"When  you  wouldn’t  get  the  kid  a  saddle...." 

"I  was  just  stepping  up  the  bidsl"  Graham  wagged 
his  head  with  a  pleased  grin. 

Lina  smiled.  "That  was  just  swell  of  you.  Thanks 
awfully." 

"Ninel  Do  I  hear  nine?"  Going . Going . " 

Benjio  winced  as  though  under  a  blow  as  the 
auctioneer’s  hand  dropped. 

"Gone  to  Jim  Kent  for  eight  dollars l " 

"Well,  I  must  get  back  to  the  house.  Are  you  coming 
for  a  cup  of  coffee,  Mrs.  Graham?"  Lina  asked  tranquilly. 

"I  don’t  know  but  what  I  should  stay  here  and  watch 
this  man  of  minel"  Its.  Graham  felt  in  the  pocket  of  her 
fraying  tweed  coat  and  brought  out  a  greyish  handkerchief 
to  wipe  some  dust  from  her  eye. 
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"Oh  com©  now,  3ome  coffee* 11  do  you  good.1  Lina 
took  her  arm  persuasively. 

Indoors,  Lina  in  her  decent  tlack  dres3  tidily 
covered  by  a  gay  print  apron,  handed  out  sandwiches  and 
coffee  to  a  small  group  of  women.  The  house  had  a  desolate 
look,  for  it  had  been  stripped  of  its  curtains,  furniture  and 
f loor -coverings .  She  had  saved  scarcely  anything,  and 
the  visitors  were  accommodated  on  old  apple  boxes.  The 
kitchen  linoleum,  in  an  untidy  roll  with  the  word  SOLD 
chalked  across  it,  leaned  in  a  corner.  New  owners  from 
time  to  time  hauled  away  various  pieces  of  furniture  piled 
up  in  tl:ie  back  Porch.  The  sombre  light  of  the  late  after¬ 
noon,  showed  the  women  weather-beaten,  and  their  shoulders 
drooping  as  though  with  heavy  burdens.  From  under  matronly 
hats,  their  hair  straggled  in  blown  wisps.  Their  eyes  were 
patient.  Among  them  Lina»s  child,  golden  and  fragile, 
moved  shyly  with  a  plate  of  bread  and  butter.  And  Lina, 
among  these  resigned  figures,  seemed  strong,  the  eyes  in 

l 

her  tanned  faoe  a  blue  blaze  of  life. 

"More  coffee,  Mrs.  Brown?"  she  asked  in  a  deep 
throaty  voice  as  she  advanced  upon  tfe^  sciall  visitor  with 
the  coffee  pot  in  her  liand. 

"Oh  no  thank  you,  really.  It  was  very  good."  Mrs. 
Brown  got  up,  drawing  her  faded  coat  about  her.  The  other 
women  also  began  setting  down  their  cups.  There  was  a 
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hub -bub  of  voices,  and  then  Mrs.  Kent  froja  the  window 
announced  that  the  men  were  beginning  to  move  out  of  the 


barnyard. 

’’Guess  the  salefs  over*”  Mrs*  Brown  gathered  up 
the  bed-spread  she  had  bought*  "And  where  will  you  be 
going,  Lina?”  she  asked,  her  pale  eyes  alight  with  curiosity. 
Mrs.  Kent  paused,  her  hands  half  way  to  straightening  her 
hat.  All  eyes  were  upon  Lina.  She  drew  herself  up,  making 
the  others  feel  tired,  worn  out* 

”We  have  a  homestead  up  north,  near  Bear  Trap.” 

And  then  with  quick  enthusiasm  she  went  on,  ”lt*8  a  good 
land  up  there  in  the  north.  Real  good  pasture,  and  rain.” 

She  set  down  the  coffee. pot  and  put  her  hands  on  her  broad 
hips,  her  face  alight. 

Mrs.  Graham  drew  down  the  corners  of  her  mouth. 

"It »s  no  life  for  a  woman,  so  Rod  says,  though  God  knows 

what  he  thinks  this  is.” 

» 

”Farming*s  about  the  same  most  places.”  Lina  gave 
the  child  the  empty  plates  to  take  to  the  kitchen,  smiling 
intrepidly. 

”Abe  says  lots  of  folks  gets  dried  out  in  the 
north  same  as  they  do  here."  Mrs*  Brown  picked  up  her 
bundle  again. 

"And  I  suppose  Sym  will  be  waiting  for  you  there.” 
Mrs .  Kont  asked,  her  hawk-like  face  sharply  outlined  against 
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the  window, 

"He *11  be  with  us  real  soon,"  Lina  answered. 

But  her  lips  smiled  stiffly.  "He»s  got  the  house  and 
barn  all  ready.'1 

Old  Benjie  came  in,  beating  the  dust  from  Ms 
broad -brimmed  hat  against  his  knee,  and  wiping  the  grit 
from  his  face  with  a  red  spotted  handkerchief.  He  gave 
the  woman  a  toothless  grimace  as  they  crowded  around, 
shaking  hands,  and  went  chatting  out  the  door.  Helping 
himself  to  a  noisy  drink  from  the  dipper,  lie  peered  through 
the  window  at  the  men  loading  up  their  wagons.  Abe  Brown 
walked  carefully  by  with  the  gas  lamp  and  the  canary  cage. 
Kent  had  Lady  by  the  halter,  and  gave  her  a  kick  as  she 
tried  to  pull  into  the  barn  again.  Benjie  turned  away. 

"Want  a  sandwich,  Gramp?"  the  little  girl  asked, 
holding  out  the  plate. 

"No,  Poppy,  I  ain*t  hungry.  Come  and  sit  down 
here  by  the  door  with  me." 

Lina  went  out  with  the  other  women,  walking  with 
them  to  the  gate. 

"is  it  to-morrow  you  start?"  1'rs.  Brown  inquired. 

"Soon  as  we  can  get  ready  in  the  morning." 

"Real  western  gal,"  remarked  \be  Brown,  handing 
the  canary  cage  to  his  wife  to  hold.  "When  the  little 
fellow  sings,  1*11  think  of  you."  He  gave  Lina  a  broad 
wink. 
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"You  better  get  cranking ."  His  wife  sounded  peevish, 

Jed  Carter  tightened  the  cinch  of  the  red  saddle 
about  his  thin  horse. 

"You* 11  be  remembering  yer  neighbors  when  yer  up 
there  in  the  north,  won’t  you?" 

“Like  as  not,'  Lina  laughed.  "I’ll  be  sending  some 
of  you  a  line  to  let  you  know  when  we  make  our  fortune." 

Brown  cranked  his  Model  T  Ford  desperately,  sweat 
standing  out  on  his  forehead.  At  its  sudden  roar,  Graham’s 
old  team  reared  up. 

"Good-bye  to  a  real  lady."  Abe  held  out  a  hard 
earth-grimed  hand.  Hod  stood  grinning  as  he  buckled  the 

harness  on  his  horses. 

Mrs.  Graham  seized  her  husband’s  arm.  "God  in 
heaven,  let’s  get  going l" 

At  last  all  the  wagons  and  horses  had  turned  down 
their  respective  roads,  and  Lina  thoughtfully  watched 
them  go.  When  3he  came  back  to  the  house,  her  face  was 
calm  and  untroubled.  She  shut  the  door  and  a  moment  later 
began  humming  a  tune  as  she  swept  the  floor. 

"We  didn’t  make  out  so  good,  did  we?"  The  old  man 
got  up  and  readied  for  his  tobacco  from  a  shelf. 

The  woman  stood  still,  pushed  back  a  loop  of  thick 
fair  hair,  and  leaned  on  the  broomstick. 

"Not  so  bad,  I  think.  Daddy.  Course  it  ain’t  all 
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figgered  up  yet;  but  considering  how  poor  folks  is,  I 
reckon  we  didn’t  make  out  too  bad." 

Benjie  sat  down  on  an  apple  box  and  began  to  fill 
his  pipe.  He  looked  aged  and  weary.  Poppy  edged  up  to 
him,  laying  her  gold  head  against  his  shoulder.  And  now 
the  wind  moaned  round  the  house,  lonely  and  forlorn.  The 
woman  spread  a  clean  cloth  over  a  little  gate-legged  table 
in  the  corner,  and  began  laying  a  simple  meal  of  bread  and 
cheese,  and  generous  portions  of  pie. 

"it’s  a  good  land  we1  re  going  to,"  she  said,  "if 

i 

anyone’s  a  mind  to  work,  they’re  bound  to  make  out  good. 

Nov/  come  on,  everybody,  supper’s  on." 

As  ho  sat  at  the  table  making  a  pretense  to  eat, 
Benjie  remarked,  "And  Poppy  will  be  going  to  school  come 

fall." 

"Don’t  v/ant  to  go  to  school."  Poppy  looked  from 
one  to  the  other  with  great  mournful  brown  eyes. 

"Course  you  want  to  go  to  school."  The  mother 
poured  the  child  another  glass  of  milk.  "I  don’t  want  you 
to  grow  up  to  be  somebody’s  work  girl.  I  v/ant  you  to  go  to 
school  and  have  a  good  life." 

"Don’t  want  no  milk."  Poppy  turned  down  the 
corners  of  ter  mouth. 

Her  mother  sighed.  "Eat  your  supper  like  a  good 


girl 
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The  old  man  gazed  out  of  the  curtainless  window 
at  the  gloomy  countryside. 

"Lived  round  these  parts  goin*  on  tl  irty-two  years," 
he  said,  leaning  his  chin  in  his  hand.  "Too  bad  Sym  didn*t 
like  the  place.  We  might  ha*  made  oat  all  right.  I  used 
to,  when  I  was  a  younger  man." 

With  some  clatter,  Lina  began  to  gather  up  the 

dishes . 

"is  Pop  coming  with  us?"  the  child  asked. 

Her  mother  lit  the  one  remaining  lamp,  and  its 
flickering  light  brought  out  the  lonely  bareness  of  the 
room,  the  unsoftened  outlines  of  the  packing  cases,  the 
broken  plaster  and  the  Bplintery  floor. 

"is  he?"  the  child  persisted. 

"Not  just  yet.  Poppy.  Not  yet." 

Benjie  rummaged  among  their  belongings  and  brought 
out  a  worn  violin  case.  Opening  it,  he  remarked  with  a  sigh, 
"it  ud  brought  a  bit  more  money  for  us." 

"Oh  Daddyl"  Lina  cried.  "Not  your  fiddle l" 

"Play  for  us l  Play  for  us,  Gramp."  The  little  girl 
danced  about,  giving  him  her  warm  wonderful  smile* 

He  tucked  the  instrument  under  his  chin  and  began 
tuning  the  strings.  And  then  the  s>iack  was  filled  with 
music,  sad  and  infinitely  sweet. 
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2. 

Outside,  the  wind  threw  up  handfuls  of  gravel 
against  the  window  panes.  Swiftly  the  dark  came.  From 
far  away  could  be  heard  the  weird  lonely  howling  of  a 
coyote;  and  the  thudding  of  hoofs  sounded  intermittently 
as  t  hough  s  tumb  ling  in  the  gloom. 


3. 

In  the  early  morning,  Jim  lent  and  his  wife  saw 
them  go.  The  wind  was  almost  calm,  the  sky  clear  and  the 
air  fresh.  Jim,  with  his  eyes  on  the  window,  noisily 
sipped  tea  from  a  saucer. 

"There*s  Benjie  and  Lina  pulling  out  now." 

His  wife  turned  from  the  stove  and  the  sizzling 
bacon  to  pull  back  the  dingy  curtain. 

"They  got  Whisky  and  Rum  pulling  the  load . 

There*s  the  dog. ...  .Which  horse  is  that  black  one,  running 
free,  Jim?" 

"Thatfs  iueen."  Jim  got  up  for  a  closer  look. 
"Well,  dad  burn  it,  they*ro  taking  their  cow  along  too." 

As  the  wagon  moved  on  down  the  road,  Mrs.  Kent 
threw  open  the  door,  and  she  and  her  husband  walked  outside 
into  the  yard  to  wave.  From  their  places  on  the  spring 
seat  of  the  wagon,  Lina  a-id  Poppy  waved  back,  and  Benjie 
made  an  arc  with  his  battered  hat. 
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"Where  is  that  place.  Bear  Trap?"  Mrs.  Kent  asked, 
shading  her  eyes. 

"Bout  three  hundred  miles  north." 

The  wagon  disappeared  below  a  hill.  Mrs.  Kent 
dropped  her  hand,  and  they  went  back  into  the  house. 

"I  figger  I’d  too,  if  I  was  her."  The  woman 
turned  her  sharp  face  in  the  direction  of  the  road. 

"What’ye  mean,  you’d  go  too?"  Jim  muttered. 

"Everybody  t» Iking  about  Sym  going  off  like  that  and 
never  coming  back.. . ’ 

"Nobody’s  talking  but  a  lot  of  fool  women!  lie  went 
north  to  get  a  place  ready." 

Mrs.  Kent  put  a  greasy  platter  of  bacon  on  the  table 

"But  Flo  says  In  all  the  letters  as  comes  to  the 
Post  Office,  none  comes  from  Bear  Trap  after  that  one  time. 

Jim  grunted  with  disgust.  "A.  man  buildin’  a  house 
has  got  no  time  for  letter  writin’." 

"And  Lina  never  talks  about  Sym . " 

"She's  a  decent  woman  what  minds  her  own  business." 

Mrs.  Kent  sugared  her  tea  in  silence. 

"We’ll  all  be  leavin'  soon,"  Jim  growled.  "That  is, 
if  it  don’t  rain." 

i 

"Whisky.  Ruml"  Lina  shouted  to  the  team,  and 

ft 

I 

slapped  the  linos  against  the  dashboard.  She  grinned  at 
Benjie,  ruffled  Poppy’s  hair*  The  ragged  tarpaulin 


_ 
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covering  her  possessions  had  gaping  holes  showing  in 
places  some  of  her  pathetic,  intimate  belongings.  A  few 
hens  in  a  box  covered  with  wire  netting,  moved  uneasily 
under  the  spring  seat.  One  hen  caught  her  head  in  the 
wire,  and  set  up  a  mad  squawking. 

Having  rescued  the  hen,  Benjie  took  out  his  pipe 
and  began  filling  it. 

"How  long  do  you  figger  it *11  take  us  to  get  there. 

Girl?" 

"Can»t  tell.  We  can*t  go  very  fast  on  account  of 
-hieen  and  the  cow," 

"i  wonder  how  much  Sym  got  out  of  sellin*  the  car." 

"Well,  he  never  said  in  his  letter.  But  the  house 
and  barn  was  getting  built.  Said  he  had  a  horse,  too.  lie 
must  have  gambled  some." 

Benjie  clamped  his  teeth  on  the  pipe  stem.  "With 
luck,  as  usual." 

In  her  blue  denim  overalls  and  faded  red  coat. 

Poppy  bounced  up  and  down  on  the  seat,  pulling  impatiently 
at  the  lines.  Excitement  had  brought  a  faint  tinge  of  pink 
to  her  milk-white  skin. 

"Let  me  l  Let  mel"  she  cried. 

Benjie  smoked  contentedly,  "if  the  weather  stays 

✓ 

this  warm,  v/e'll  be  sot  tin’  pretty." 
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,fI*ve  been  figgering,"  The  woman  narrowed  her  eyes, 
looking  far  off  down  the  road.  ,fI  reckon  we  could  put  in 
a  good  garden  this  year,  and  we  have  our  own  milk.  And 
we  have  the  money  to  get  some  clearing  done....." 

,rWe  could  get  quite  a  mite  of  breakin*  done,  '  the 
old  man  said  eagerly.  "l*a  a  perty  strong  man  yet." 

On  between  the  straggling  barbed  wire  fences,  along 
the  hard  rutted  prairie  trails,  the  wagon  jolted,  or  moved 
with  more  muted  sounds  through  the  deep  drifted  soil  that 
made  the  good  team  cough  and  plunge.  The  red  and  white 
cow  plodded  stolidly  behind  the  wagon,  her  bell  clanking 
with  every  step.  Free  of  rope  or  halter,  4uoen  followed, 
sometimes  coming  up  beside  Lina,  sometimes  dropping  behind. 
And  she  moved  carefully  with  big  courageous  eyes,  for  she 
was  about  to  foal.  The  dog,  soon  tired  from  romping, 
trotted  docilely  beside  tne  team.  Thus  they  came  to  Randon, 
their  nearest  town,  and  pulled  up  in  the  lee  of  two  stark 
grain  elevators.  Lina  climbed  down  to  buy  supplies  for 
their  journey  at  the  general  store,  while  Benjie  stayed 
outside  with  the  horses,  and  his  little  grandchild  explored 
the  one  street. 

Duke  Watson  came  up  on  horseback.  He  was  approaching 
eighty,  but  his  back  was  straight,  his  eyes  kecn-sightod. 

"So  you*re  leaving  Een?"  His  white  horse  pawed 
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"I'd  as  soon  stay,  but  it  ain't  fair  to  my  girl.”  Benjie 
sighed,  looking  with  longing  at  the  ridge  of  rough  hills 
from  which  they  had  come.  His  motionless  horses  stood  with 
drooping  heads,  while  the  cow  chewed  deliberately.  Gypsy 
lay  flat  underneath  the  wagon. 

"We've  had  tough  times,”  Duke  remarked.  "Stand 
stilll  She's  had  too  many  oats."  The  mare  stood,  tossing 
her  head.  "We've  had  tough  times,  Ben,  but  some  day  she's 
gotta  rain  again."  Duke's  far-sighted  eyes  in  his  brown 
lined  face,  scanned  the  horizon  thoughtfully.  "The  land's 
good,  if  we  could  ju3t  git  water.  Some  day,  there'll  be 
irrigation.  Some  day,  Ben  -  " 

"And  in  the  meantime  we  all  starve,  or  go  on 
relief,"  a  woman's  voice  broke  in.  Lina  tossed  a  bag  of 
groceries  into  the  wagon,  and  swung  Poppy  in  after  them. 
"Well,  I  didn't  mean  it  just  like  that."  The  woman's  tone 
was  kindlier  as  she  looked  up  at  the  old  man.  "But  Duke, 
it  don't  seen  like  it'll  be  bettor  for  a  good  long  time. 

And  when  you  got  a  kid,  you  got  to  think  of  that  too." 

"Hate  to  see  you  folks  go.  Empty  homes  all  over 
the  hills.  Think  you'll  make  out?" 

Lina  stroked  Queen's  silky  neck.  "We'll  make  out, 
Duke.  Some  day  I'll  meet  you  at  the  Stampede  with  my  prize 
stock." 
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"Well,  Lina,  :  Duke  laughed  gently.  "Got  to  say 
good-bye  to  you  folks." 

"Nice  3oo in*  you,"  Benjie  said. 

"Good-bye I”  Lina  cried  as  she  climbed  up.  Taking 
the  lines,  she  whistled  to  the  horses.  The  wagon  moved 
forwards  while  Duke  called  good  wishes  after  them.  For 
a  long  time  they  could  see  his  white  horse  against  the 
dull  grey  of  the  road  a3  he  loped  homewards. 

Lina»s  little  procession  passed  prairie  homes 
where  women  and  oniidren  wave<Jj  passed  blown -out;  fields 
and  dried  muck  lands  where  the  soil  cracked  gapingly; 
passed  long  weary  stretches  of  prairie  where  cattle  bones 
lay  bleaching  in  the  sun.  Sometimes  they  stopped  for  water 
at  the  well  of  a  neighborly  farmer,  and  sometimes  they 
paused  on  the  road  to  feed  and  rest  the  horses  and  snatch 
a  hasty  meal. 

As  night  began  to  come  on,  they  drew  up  at  the  gate 
of  a  grey  farm-house  in  which  the  lights  were  beginning 
to  glimmer.  Handing  the  lines  to  her  father,  Lina  stepped 
down  over  the  wheel.  As  she  v/alked  through  the  yard,  her 
heart  beat  heavily,  for  it  was  hard  to  be  asking  favours  of 
strangers.  The  door  opened,  revealing  a  short  broad  woman 
with  iron  grey  hair  done  in  a  tight  knob. 

uI*m  Mrs.  Ashley."  The  light  fell  on  Lina»s  strainec 
face.  nWe,re  moving  north,  my  father  and  me,  and  we  was 
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wondering •  •  •  •  •  We  have  our  own  bedding . . . . .  .1  wouldn * t 
mind  for  myself ,  but  Daddy  is  quite  old,  and  then  there  *s 
my  little  girl.,,.."  She  hesitated,  smiling  wanly. "But 
we  wouldn* t  want  to  put  you  out." 

"A  little  girl  tool"  The  woman *3  voice  was  kind. 

"My  dear,  come  in.  1*11  call  my  husband.  I  thought  I  seen 
a  wagon  coming  down  the  road.  No,  just  sit  down,  Mrs. 

Ashley,  and  1*11  3ee  to  overj  thiiig.  Joe  will  look  after 
the  horses.  }Jow  you  just  sit  down  and  havo  a  cup  of  coffee.” 
"That*s  ival  kind  of  you." 

"Our  name  is  Peters,"  the  other  woman  said.  " 

"There  *s  Joe  now  talking  to  your  fatiier.  1*11  just  go  and 

bring  them  in." 

Soon  they  all  sat  down  to  a  generous  meal.  W ith 
his  sandy  brown  hair  standing  on  end,  his  bright  eyes 
peering  under  their  shaggy  brows,  Joe  poured  coffee  with  a 
steady  hand. 

"We  seen  several  families  trekking  north.  They 
seem  to  get  along  all  right,  too."  lie  looked  admiringly 

at  Lina. 

She  leaned  forward  at  her  place  at  the  table,  her 
face  full  of  eagernosa  and  courage. 

"lt*s  real  thrilling,  Joe.  Like  an  adventure.1' 
"Tliat*s  right,"  the  other  woman  broke  in.  "But  I 
<b  n*t  know  but  what  I»d  as  soon  stay  home." 
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"Sayt"  Joo  waved  his  fork  in  the  air#  ffYou  could 
stop  at  Benton's  just  this  side  of  Beaver  Creek*  They're 
friends  of  ours  ." 

Poppy  gazed  about  in  shy  silence. 

"Eat  your  supper,  dear,n  Lina  whispered. 

"She *8  tired,"  Mrs.  Peters  3miled  sympathetically 

"Not  tiredl"  The  child *s  tone  was  hostile. 

Benjie  put  his  rough  hand  on  her  head,  and  she 
leaned  against  his  shoulder. 

When  lie  woke  her  next  morning,  the  night  clouds 
were  lifting,  and  grey  light  shrouded  the  prairie* 

"Wake  up.  Poppy."  He  shook  her  gently  by  the 
shoulder.  "Wake  up,  child,  and  come  on  out  and  see  Queen's 
new  colt." 

"A  colt l "  She  was  wide  awake  in  a  moment, 
struggling  up,  groping  for  her  clothes.  "Gee,  Gramp,  a 
coltl" 

At  the  barn,  in  the  dim  light,  they  could  see 
iueen's  great  liquid  eyes  looking  anxiously  at  them  over 
the  boards  of  the  stall.  In  the  straw  the  little  fellow 
lay,  knobbly,  bewildered.  Joe  caressed  the  mare  reassuring 

ly. 

"We  can  put  the  little  tyke  in  the  wagon  box," 

Lina  suggested.  "We  can  make  a  bed  of  straw  for  him,  and 
Wrap  him  up  good.  Then  he  won't  get  tired." 
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The  child  bent  over  the  colt#  "What  are  v;e  going  to 
call  him,  Cramp?" 

Benjie  scratched  his  head.  "How  about  *  Prince’? 
lie’s  the  son  of  a  queenl" 

The  three  looked  at  each  other,  the  old  man  ,  the 
child,  the  new-born  colt.  Whisky  and  Rum  stood  patiently 
in  another  stall  with  the  wilted  dog  at  their  feet.  Even 
in  the  half  darkness,  the  beasts  looked  thin.  The  dusty 
road  lay  ahead,  and  days  of  toilsome  travel  in  good 
woatber  or  bad.  Lina  went  outside  into  the  misty  light, 

I 

Somewbare  there  was.  pasture,  and  well-watered  land. 

CHAPTER  II 

In  the  darkening  light  of  his  one -roomed  shop, 

Tudor  Folko3  sat  with  a  saddle  on  his  knee,  his  nands 
caressing  the  worn  leather. 

"it’s  boon  a  mighty  good  one  in  its  tine,  I’d  say.” 
Tiirough  a  hazo  of  pipe  smoke,  his  shrewd  blue  eyes  regarded 
his  companion,  "it’s  good  now  for  a  long  while." 

Tilting  on  the  uncertain  back  legs  of  a  chair,  Sym 
Ashley  inhaled  doeoly  on  a  cigarette  butt,  before  tossing  it 
on  the  floor,  to  grind  it  out  under  his  heel. 

"It  should  bo  a  good  one."  He  came  forward  with  a 
jerk,  his  eyes  brilliant  and  dark,  the  whites  extraordinarily 
white,  "it  belonged  to  my  father-in-law,  Benjio  Farrel. 
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He  was  a  cow-punc  jer  In  the  early  days  down  in  the 

south  country . We  11,  and  how  much  will  this  set  me 

hack?"  Sj/m  smiled  with  singular  charm. 

Tudor  ran  his  fingers  throigh  his  curly  black  hair. 

"Well,  considering  how  I  rushed  to  do  this,  making 

other  people  wait . "  He  indicated  with  a  glance  the 

worn  shoes,  riding  boot3,  and  harness  that  lay  in  rows  on 
the  floor;  and  the  shoes  on  his  work  table  under  the  window. 

"....••.some  of  them  walking  bare-foot  as  it  were . " 

Grinning,  he  held  up  a  pair  with  gaping  holes  in  the  soles. 
"l«d  say  at  least  fifty  bucks." 

Sym  shoved  back  his  broad -brimmed  hat  and  chuckled. 
From  the  hip  pocket  of  his  denim  overalls,  he  took  out  an 
old  wallet,  handling  it  carefully,  peering  into  its  con¬ 
tents  with  a  secretive  look.  Tudor  removed  the  pipe  from 
his  mouth. 

"Three  and  a  half,"  H©  put  the  pipe  down  care¬ 
fully  on  the  table  while  Sym  counted  out  the  money. 

"How  about  coming  over  for  a  beer,  Tucb  r?"  he 
suggested  as  he  handed  over  throe  ragged  bills  and  a  shining 

half  dollar. 

Folkes  took  the  money  gingerly,  wrinkling  his 
nose  in  distaste.  "The  filthy  bills  that  circulate  round 

this  place . "  Opening  a  little  drawer  in  the  table, 

he  put  the  money  away.  "Smells,"  he  growled,  shutting  the 
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drawer,  andthen  sniffing  contentedly  the  wholesome, 
horsey,  leathery  smell  of  his  shop.  "Well,  when  is  the  wife 
coming?"  He  sat  on  the  table,  easing  the  saddle  down  be¬ 
side  him. 

Sym  poured  some  tabacco  from  a  little  cotton  bag 
into  a  cigarette  paper  in  the  palm  of  his  hand.  With  his 
teeth  and  free  hand,  he  pulled  tight  the  strings  of  the 
bag  which  he  put  into  the  breast  pocket  of  his  work  shirt. 
"Should  be  coming  3oon  now."  Intent  on  the  making  of  the 
cigarette,  his  eyes  were  full  of  gloom  and  brooding.  " *Bout 
the  middle  of  May,  I  guess."  He  wetted  the  flap  of  paper 
with  his  tongue,  and  finis hing  off  the  job,  snapped  at  his 
lighter  two  or  three  times  without  success. 

"Try  mine,"  his  friend  suggested,  handing  him  a 
bullet  lighter. 

"My  little  girl  will  bo  that  excited."  Sym  shut  off 
the  flame  and  puffed  contentedly.  "Cute  little  kid."  Tudor 
saw  the  affection  in  the  other*s  face.  "Not  very  often  you 
see  someone  with  fair  hair  and  brown  eyes." 

Folkos  looked  thoughtfully  at  him.  "Sym . If 

you*re  going  away  now,  there  might  be  a  chance  your  wife 
will  arrive  when  you*re  gone." 

"Yes  ..... .1 «m  afraid  she  will . 'f’udor,  I'm  up 

a  tree.  You  know  that  deal  I  got  into  with  Vic  Rex . 

So  crooked  he  can*t  lay  straight . Veil,  we  fleeced 
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old  Robbie©  from  Seven  Corners.  There  *3  a  chance  he  may 
let  me  work  out  what  I  o we  him  on  his  place.  Or  it  might 
mean  Jail." 

"Sym,  a  gambler  *s  life  can  never  be  secure.  You 
can»t  hope  to  win  in  the  long  run."  Tudor  relit  his  pipe. 
"There^  your  little  girl  to  think  of  too.” 

”1  know,  I  know.  I  been  so  lucky  till  now.  I 
swear  1*11  never  touch  another  card  when  I  get  through  this. 
I !11  make  a  clean  start. i? 

"Aren*t  you  going  to  leave  word?" 

"How  can  I  leave  word  that  I  might  be  in  jail?” 

Sym  demanded. 

Tudor  smoked  in  silence  for  a  few  minutes.  Then 
lie  inquired, 

"But  will  they  be  able  to  manage,  alone?" 

"Lina  can  manage  anything."  Sym  stared  out  of  the 

window.  "She^  really . quite  wonderful. ..... .She  can 

do  anything,  Lina  can."  He  got  to  his  feet,  buttoning  his 
leather  jacket,  a  big  man  with  a  peculiar  rhythm  about  his 
movements.  "You  should  meet  Benjie,  you*d  like  him." 

"Awful  dried  out  land,  that  south  country."  Tudor 
got  up.  "No  rain,  no  crops."  The  grey  light  from  the 
window  fell  on  his  hard,  angular  face. 

"Funny,  the  people  that  end  up  in  this  country  here 

"l  ost  of  them  ipake  out  all  right,  too."  The  older 
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man*s  tone  was  comforting. 

"Well,  how  about  that  beer?" 

Tudor  was  almost  persuaded  by  something  of  the 
charm  of  Symfs  manner.  He  found  himself  loath  to  see  the 
young  man  go, but  he  shook  his  head. 

"Another  time."  He  reached  for  the  gas  lamp  that 
hung  from  a  long  hook  in  the  ceiling.  "Shoes  to  mend, 
boots  to  stitch." 

A  moment  later,  the  door  clanged  shut,  its  little 
bell  ringing  wildly,  and  Sym  strode  off,  the  heavy  saddle 
under  his  arm.  Thoughtfully,  Tudor  began  pumping  the  gas 
lamp.  Strange  how  homesick  he  sometimes  felt  for  the 
prairie.  Like  to-night.  It  must  have  bean  from  thinking 
of  someone  else»s  leaving  it,  pulling  out  for  the  north. 
Good  country  here.  He  looked  out  from  under  the  boughs 
of  an  enormous  hospitable  spruce  tree  that  towered  above 
his  shop.  One  or  two  light*  were  shining  at  the  hotel  and 
at  the  general  store.  Good  country.  But  the  prairie..... 
Being  able  to  see  for  miles  without  any  bush  in  the  way... 

Always  he  remembered  that  night  when  lie  had  gone 
out  to  the  chicken  house  to  watch  for  a  weasel.  In  the 
moonlight,  his  dapple-grey  horse.  Freckles,  came  lumbering 
up  to  the  water-hole,  standing  there  with  trembling  legs, 
lowering  his  head,  trying  to  find  water  where  there  was 
only  dusty  earth.  God,  what  a  place l  Tudor  struck  a 
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match  on  the  heater  that  glittered,  even  in  the  dimness. 
The  gas  lamp  flared  up  with  a  puffing  sound.  lie  picked 
up  a  pair  of  riding  boots,  noting  the  fine  texture  of  the 
leather.  A  man  got  to  be  hungry  for  the  sight  of  grass, 
and  rain,  and  water.  He  went  over  to  his  work  table, 
walking  with  a  slight  limp.  Under  the  hard  light,  a  long 
scar  stood  out  white  along  his  cheek.  But  his  eyes  were 
wise  and  kind.  He  began  singing  in  a  low  voice: 

"Cobbler,  cobbler,  mend  my  shoe; 

Weave  a  golden  thread  in  so; 

Sparkling  heel  and  buckle  too. 

Milkmaids  trip  to  the  King's  ball  ohl 

With  Lord  Laney  I  would  dance 
Waltz  and  polka  I  would  do. 

Lady  hay  v/ill  look  askance  - 
Cobbler,  cobbler,  mend  my  shoe.’' 

CHAPTER  III 

Though  the  spring  rains  had  not  yet  fallen  on  the 
vast  lonely  bush  country,  the  air  had  a  sweet  freshness, 
filled  with  the  tang  of  spruce  and  pine.  Down  the  narrow 
roads  that  led  to  Bear  Trap,  teams  and  wagons  passed  each 
other,  the  drivers  calling  in  French,  Ukranian,  Cree,  and 
English.  Many  teams  and  saddle  ponies  stood  tied  to 
hitching  posts  in  the  village,  and  a  single  sleek  auto- 
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mobile  bumped  along  the  uneven  road  among  shying  horses  e 
In  the  beer  parlour  of  the  battered  hotel  building  with 
its  ragged  Union  Jack,  men  from  far-away  lonely  places  in 
the  bush,  gathered  in  little  groups  about  the  round  tables. 
Roughly  dressed,  most  of  them;  bearded,  noisy,  pounding 
their  fists  in  argument  until  the  beer  slopped  over,  they 
talked  interminably  in  a  mixed  jargon  of  accents  and 
languages.  Puddles  of  spilt  beer,  cigarette  stubs  and 
papers  littered  the  floor,  and  layers  of  stale  smoke  made 
the  atmosphere  thick  and  blue. 

Gustav  Hanson,  the  proprietor,  a  huge  bulk  of  a  man 
with  sandy  red  hair  and  colourless  eyes  in  a  great  lifeless 
face,  sat  alone.  His  thick  white  hand  toyed  with  an  empty 
glass  as  he  silently  watched  the  door  opening  and  closing 
with  the  comings  and  goings  of  the  men.  A  wizened  little 
man  scuttled  about,  slinging  beer  with  an  expert  hand, 
keeping  a  shifty  eye  on  the  big  Swede.  He  heaved  a  sigh  of 
relief  when  Gustav  got  to  his  feet,  moving  quietly  out 
of  the  bar. 

The  good  steamy  smells  of  roasting  meat  and  freshl^ 
made  cakes  filled  the  hot  kitchen.  On  the  huge  black  stove, 

with  its  blazing  fire  of  spruce  logs,  stood  great  pots  of 
soup,  gravy,  potatoes  and  other  vegetables.  Opening  the 
oven,  the  cook  began  putting  in  fresh  pies  to  bake.  Heat 
pinked  hor  plump  good-natured  face,  and  little  beads  of  sweat 
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stood  out  on  her  forehead  under  bright  blond  haii%  A 
slim  dark  waitress  tramped  in  from  the  dining  room, 
shouting  orders  and  crashing  dishes  into  the  sink.  Behind 
her,  a  young  woman  dressed  in  a  vividgreen  skirt  and  a  gold 
satin  blouse,  teetered  along  on  the  spike  heels  of  her  gold 
shoes.  Flushed  with  anger,  she  unconsciously  ruined  her 
amazing  coiffure  with  her  hands. 

"You  do  as  I  say  or  you* re  fired i"  She  stamped 
about  the  disorderly  room.  "Tommy l"  she  shrieked,  as  the 
back  door  opened  and  a  boy  with  blond  tousled  hair  staggered 
in  under  a  great  arm-ful  of  wood.  "Didn*t  I  tell  you  to 
take  hot  water  up  to  number  eight?  And  you  never  picked  up 
those  crates  out  of  the  way  of  the  trucks  in  the  yard.  And 
you  never  swept  the  wait in  -room  this  morning,  did  you,  did 
you  l " 

The  boy  clattered  the  logs  into  the  woodbox. 

"But  Mollie,  a  minute  ago  you  said 

"There  you  go  againl  Who  gave  you  leave  to  call  me 

Mollie » ?" 

Tommy  made  a  helpless  gesture  with  his  hands. 

What » 11  I  do  first?" 

"Get  out  there  and  take  the  crates  away,  and  get  hot 
water  up  to  number  eight,  like  I  said." 

"But  I»m  going  to  be  late  again  for  school l "  His 
face  quivered.  "And  teacher  said 
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"Get  going*  will  you?" 

The  waitress  picked  up  a  tray  of  food  ready  to 
be  taken  to  the  dining  room. 

"You  take  my  tips  every  time*1'  she  sobbed.  ,!It 
isn't  you  de  men  tip*  it's  met  And  I  ain't  goin*  to  skin 
my  face  asking  fifty  cents  for  a  meal  like  datt" 

The  cook  3 lammed  the  oven  door. 

"Shut  up  everybody!"  Gustav  stomped  in*  bringing 
Silence  with  him.  "Get  off  to  school*"  he  ordered*  seeing 
the  boy  standing  uncertainly  in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen. 
Tommy  went  on  the  run.  After  repairing  her  make-up  before 
a  swimmy  m'rror*  the  waitress  disappeared  with  the  tray, 
sniffing  noisily.  The  cook  fled  to  the  pantry.  Gustav 
faced  his  wife.  She  lowered  long  lashes*  and  then  looked 
up  at  him  appealingly *  pouting  her  painted  mouth. 

"Gus*  can't  you  do  something  with  Tommy?  He  never 
minds  me*  even  though  we've  been  married  for  six  months." 
She  shook  back  :ior  brown  curls  from  her  round  young  face. 

"Leave  the  kid  to  me." 

"Fifty  c:  its  isn't  too  much  for  a  hamburger  dinner* 
ia  it?"  she  asked*  her  eyes  wide  and  innocent,  "lie  had 
pie  and  coffeo  too.  And  with  everything  getting  so  high... 

"The  dining  room's  your  affair."  Gus  put  a  fresh 
cigarette  into  his  mouth  and  walked  towards  the  door.  He 
stopped*  looking  belligerent.  "But  for  Pete's  sake*  quit 
ye lling  in  he  re • " 
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is  the  door  swung  to,  hiding  the  big  man,  the 
cook  rushed  out  of  the  pantry  to  open  the  oven,  from 
which  smoke  was  rising.  Molly  stood  counting  money  into  a 
glass  Jar,  but  she  looked  up  now  and  then  to  peek  through 
the  round  hole  in  the  door  to  the  dining-room..  Her  face, 
with  its  row  of  curls  on  her  forehead,  and  her  long 
mascaraed  eye -lashes,  was  the  object  of  a  good  imny  side 
glances  of  the  men,  and  disgusted  looks  from  the  loud-voiced 
women.  The  noisy  crowd  filled  the  room  to-day,  taking 
overy  seat  around  the  four  tables,  while  more  hungry  people 
waited  in  the  vestibule. 

She  watched  with  amusement  as  Jim  Nelson,  who 
travelled  in  dry  goods,  made  eyes  at  her  over  his  menu 
while  his  companion  talked  boringly  of  politics.  She  had 
to  move  aside  as  the  waitress  came  in,  shouting:  "Three 
ham  sandwiches  I" 

r,No  more  ham,  Sanny, "  she  answered. 

"Ain’t  dere  no  ham  at  all?" 

"Give  them  cheese,"  Molly  carefully  screwed  on 
the  top  of  the  Jar. 

Sanny  put  her  hands  into  the  pockets  of  her  smock, 
her  mouth  turned  down  at  the  corners,  pin  points  of  malice 
in  her  light -coloured  eyes. 
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"Dey  want  to  see  Gus,"  she  spat  out. 

"Who?"  Molly  put  the  jar  into  a  drawer-  and  locked 

it. 

"De  people  who  want  de  ham  sandwiches .  Tree  of  dem 
in  dere.  Him  and  her  and  de  liddle  kit." 

Molly  took  a  look  at  three  strangers  settling 
themselves  at  the  srall  table  in  the  far  corner  of  the  dining 
room.  An  old  man  with  round  red  bunchy  cheeks  and  a  sunken 
mouth,  removed  a  battered  stetson  from  his  grizzled  head, 
and  helped  a  little  golden -ha  ired  girl  out  of  her  red  coat. 
But  the  woman  with  them  took  Molly* s  attention.  A  tall 
woman,  well  built,  striking  in  spite  of  her  shabby  clothes. 
Towering  above  the  ran  and  the  child,  sho  looked  strong 
and  determined,  with  brows  strongly  marked  over  intensely 
blue  eyes  aid  an  almost  aquiline  nose,  her  honey -coloured 
hair  made  a  thick  knot  at  the  back  of  her  head. 

Molly  said  without  turning  around,  "There *s  bam  in 
the  ice-house.  Tell  Greta  to  make  up  the  sandwiches."  Then 

she  herself  passed  through  into  the  dining  room,  tossing 

. 

her  curls  and  swinging  her  hips . 

"Did  you  wish  to  see  my  husband?" 

Lina  glanced  up.  "Are  you  Mrs.  Hanson?  It’s  Gus 
Hanson  we»r3  wanting  to  see. 

"Yeah,  I'm  Mrs.  Hanson.  If  you  could  t  ell  me  your 
name . You  sec,  he's  awful  busy  in  the  beer  parlour. 
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but  I  could  get  the  girl  to  tell  him.f4 

"1*111  Mrs.  Ashley." 

"Sanny. . . " 

Molly* s  eyes  slid  towards  the  waitress  who  placed 
glasses  of  water  before  the  three. 

"Tell  Gus  that  Sym  Ashley* s  wife  is  here  to  see  him" 

Lina  stiffened.  Molly*s  face  had  a  silly  babyish 
snile  on  it.  Sanny* s  look  swept  the  child,  the  old  man,  the 
woman,  in  undisguised  curiosity.  The  noise  of  conversation 
and  clatter  of  dishes  paused  all  over  the  room.  Across  the 
smudgy  glasses,  spotty  table  cloth j  lazy  Slinging  flies, 
and  smells  of  food,  horses,  sweat,  garlic,  Lina  smiled 
wanly  at  Poppy. 

"Have  a  drink,  dear?  Benjie,  are  you  sure  you  don*t 
want  nothing  but  a  sandwich?" 

Molly  made  sore  bright  sally  at  the  men  in  the 
other  corner  as  she  went  back  into  the  kitchen.  But  colour 
burned  brightly  in  tier  cheeks  under  the  make-up. 

"Seems  like  she  knows  Syn,"  Benjie  said  in  surprise. 

"But  of  course,"  Lina  answered  easily,  "he  said 
in  his  letter  that  hr.  and  Mrs.  Hanson  kept  the  hotel."  She 
swallowed  a  mouthful  of  water. 

Sanny  brought  them  sandwiches  and  coffee,  a  glass 
of  milk  for  the  child. 

"He*  11  come  in  a  minute,"  she  assured  them. 
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Molly  now  returned.,  sitting  at  the  next  table  with 

four  French  farmers. 

Poppy  bit  into  a  sandwich  without  interest,  and  put 
it  down  again.  She  leaned  back  in  the  chair,  infinitely 
weary,  her  head  lolling  from,  side  to  side.  Benjie  poured 
coffee  into  his  saucer  and  blew  on  it.  Molly* s  bright 
laughter  and  ciiatter  shrilled  above  every  other  sound.  She 
kopt  giving  long  looks  at  Lina  while  she  talked,  sitting 
lazily  in  her  chair  with  her  lego  crossed  under  her  short 
green  skirt,  her  chin  capped  in  her  Viand,  a  cigarette  be¬ 
tween  her  carefully  painted  lijjs .  Lina  composedly  drank 
her  coffee,  turning  encouragingly  to  her  family,  looking  up 
only  to  see  if  Gus  had  yet  appeared. 

He  came  at  last,  his  bulk  filling  the  doorway,  his 
face  half  veiled  behind  the  smoke  of  a  cigar,  his  eyes 
narrowed  as  ho  searched  the  room,  Everyone  quietened  down, 
waiting  to  see  what  would  happen  next.  Even  a  young 
Ukrainian  who  was  loudly  settling  a  European  problem, 
drawing  dents  in  the  table  cloth  with  ft  knife,  stopped 
suddenly  with  tlx*  knife  poised,  gazing  at  Gus  as  though 
fascinated, 

"Gus  darling,”  Molly  drawled,  slowly  getting  up, 
"This  is  Mrs,  Ashley  to  seo  you.”  She  indicated  Lina  with 
a  flourish  of  her  white  hand  with  its  brilliant  finger  nails 
"Maybe  she*s  come  to  pay  the  twenty  bucks  Sym  owes  us." 
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Lina»s  large  hands  with  their  discoloured  callouses 
suddenly  clasped  together  on  the  table,,  Gustav  pulled  up 

mmam  ■. 

a  chair* 

"Get  into  the  bar  and.  see  to  things,"  he  growled,, 
"Brenner  can  see  to  them!" 

Her  husband  thrust  forward  his  big  head,  with  its 

heavy  jowl* 

"Get  into  the  bar." 

Els  wife  clattered  off  swiftly  on  her  high  heels. 
Gustav  sat  down  heavily  and  took  the  cigar  from  his 
mouth,  looking  at  Lina  carefully  with  a  sudden  flicker  of 
interest  in  his  colourless  eyes. 

"You  want  to  see  me?" 

"Too."  She  met  his  gaze  unf linohingly,  in  her  eyes 
a  kind  of  challenge*  "l*m  Mrs.  Ashley,  and  this  is  my  father 
Mr.  Far re 1 , 

Gustav  half  rose.  "Uice  meeting  yotu  It *s  good  to 
sgo  all  the  new  folks  coming  in." 

"My  husband......"  Lina  went  on,  "ray  husband  was 

here  a  while  back.  He  wrote  to  me  that  he  knew  you." 

"Why  yes.  be  saw  quite  a  little  bit  of  Sym„" 

Gustav  puffed  at  his  cigar. 

Opening  her  worn  leather  purse,  Lina  took  out  some 

bills. 

"He  told  me  to  pay  you." 


* 


v 


32 


"Now  Mrs,  Ashley,"  the  big  Swede  protested,  f* i 
not  after  you  folks  for  money.  Any  time  is  all  right  with 
me  • 

"Sym  told  me  to  -pa y  you,  and  I  got  to.if 
Gustav  glanced  at  the  old  man  who  sat  stiff  and 
tense,  and  at  the  little  girl,  almost  asleep  with  her  head 
on  the  table  • 

"Now  please,  J  rs  ,  Ashley,  you  keep  your  money,"  He 
ground  out  his  cigar  into  the  ash-tray* 

"l*m  paying  my  bills  and  then  1*11  strike  out  for 
the  home 3 toed,” 

He  looked  into  her  vivid  face  with  the  lines  of 

weariness  upon  it, 

"You  folks  need  to  rest  up,  I  got  lots  of  room,.,, 
"I  figgerod  you  could  maybe  tell  me  where  the  place 
is  so  wo  could  get  th  re  by  night.'' 

"Course,  if  you're  bound  to  go,  1*11  tell  you . 

But  you  wou?.d  be  welcome,  lira,  Ashley," 

“Thanks •**  '  as  looked  warily  at  the  big  white  face, 

"Take  the  east  nad  and  follow  it  about  nine  miles 
till  you  get  to  a  steel  bridge.  That's  the  crossing  over 
Bear  Trap  Creek,  You  turn  north  there,  and  a  piece  up  the 
road  you'll  find  a  log  shack.  That* a  whore  Jack  Knife 
lives,  lie's  a  breed.  You'll  need  him  to  take  you  the  rest 
of  the  way.  He  knows.  He  helped  build  Ashley's  place," 
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"East  to  a  steel  bridge ,"  Lina  repeated,  "Well, 
thanks,  I  figger  we  can  find  it,JS 

Sanny  came  round  to  see  if  they  wanted  anything 
more,  but  they  paid  the  bill.  Lina  and  Benjie  put  on  their 
things,  and  helped  Poppy  into  hers.  Gustav  got  up,  hold¬ 
ing  out  the  twenty  dollars. 

"I  wish  you  didn’t  foel  you. .... .Well,  I  wish  you 

luok,  Mrs.  Ashley.” 

She  smiled.  r,I  reckon  v/e’ll  be  seeing  you  again 

sometime ." 

The  Ukrainian  interested  in  European  affairs, 
watched,  nodding  to  himself. 

"nook  at  dat  nice  good  Gustav,”  he  murmured  to  a 

companion  at  Ms  Ml.  "Be  Me  ,  good  g.  ntkdnan,  Gustav," 
His  mouth  drew  into  a  sneer.  "He  know  how  to  make  a  Iddy 
smile  ." 


2. 

h£  wagon  moved  slowly  down  the  rough  road.  The 
little  coll,  lay  in  t  igon  box  with  Poppy  sleeping  be¬ 
side  him.  Benjie  huddlsd  on  the  wagon  seat,  bent  and  weary, 
while  t lie  figure  of  trie  woman  dropped  beside  him. 

"Lina,"  the  old  man  said  presently,  "I  thought  you 
was  goin*  to  ask  him  if  he  knew  where  Syrn  is.” 

His  daughter  gazed  ahead. 
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"I  don’t  trust-  him.  Did  you  look  when  he  came 
across  the  room  to  us?  He  *s  too  short  in  the  step.  His 
steps  don’t  match  his  size. 

”  %bbe  Sym  don’t  owe  him  money.  Me  hoe  that  guy 
just  Jjypped  you.”  The  old  man  looked  worried, 

"Sym  always  o'  ed  money.”  Lina’s  eyes  were  shrewd, 
her  tone  hitter.  n";h sn  Syra  owed  someone  money,  the  fellow 
might  just  as  "ell  write  it  on  his  belly  and  wipe  it  off 
with  his  shirt.” 

” Reckon  lie’ll  ever  turn  up  again? 

"Then  he  get  a  broke  enough  and  sick  of  everything, 
he’ll  turn  up.  His  kind  does.” 

”Gv  t  v  said  you  didn’t  need  to  pay  right  now...... 

Why  didn’t  you  wait  i whilst  c  ain’t  got  iijuch  money." 

"Daddy,  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  if  you  owe  a 
fellow  money,  it  gives  him  a  hold  on  you.  I  aim  to  be  free 
of  such  like.” 

'"d lancing  at  her  stern  profile,  he  said  no  more. 

Whiskey  and  Rub  ’  eve  stiff  and  trembling  after  the 
long  trek.  The  cow  plodded  stolidly.  The  footsore  dog 
trotted  behind,  his  oars  flattened  to  his  head,  his  tail 
drooping,  -uoen  seemed  to  have  fared  quite  well,  but  her 
eyes  were  anxious .  With  their  load  and  their  animals,  it 
was  difficult  for  they  to  pass  other  wagons  on  the  narrow 
road.  D rivi-rs,  hov  ever,  though  they  stared,  always  spoke 
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with  great  friendliness ,  usually  in  broken  English#  The 
sky  was  clear  and  bright ,  but  by  late  afternoon,  a  coolness 
seemed  to  S'^eep  upon  them  out  of  the  forest#  Spring  was 
not  very  far  advanced  here;  yet  they  noticed  a  pal©  but 
definite  greenness  in  the  trunks  of  the  poplars,  and  a 
deepening  of  colour  in  the  spruce# 

"Well,  dad  burn  it,  there’s  the  bridge, "  Benjie 
said  at  last,  straightening  up  to  look  ahead#  "Girl,  we’re 
get tin*  there l " 

Having  crossed  the  new -looking  steel  bridge,  Lina 
turned  her  team  northwards.  Then  they  seemed  to  have  left 
behind  them  the  last  vestige  of  civilization,  for  beyond 
lay  the  trails  of  trappers,  and  roads  hand -hewn  by  home¬ 
steaders.  Jolting,  lurching,  the  wagon  wound  about  through 

spruce  and  rocks,  through  interlacing  bushes  not  yet  in 
loaf,  and  by  great  black  stumps.  At  last  they  came  upon  a 
low  log  house,  half  hidden  in  the  thick  vegetation.  At  the 
sound  of  their  wagon  wheels,  a  large  mongrel  dog  sprang  up 
from  the  door  step,  growling  and  showing  his  teeth  at  Gypsy. 
A  man  came  out,  shouting  in  a  strange  lilting  tongue, 
making  the  dog  retreat  out  of  sight.  The  man  lifted  his 
dark  face  and  smiled. 

Lina  pulled  in  her  tired  horses,  "is  this  Jack 
Knife’s  place?"  she  asked. 
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"I’m  Jack  Knife."  His  black  ©yes  in  his  gaunt 
face  looked  over  the  load, 

"I’m  Mrs,  Ashley.  You  helped  my  husband  build  a 
house ........  hero  is  it  from  hero  ?" 

"You  Mrs.  Ighisy?  You  come  here  to  live?” 
Friendliness  and  welcome  were  in  his  voice.  He  shouted 
something  into  the  half  open  door,  and  from  it  tumbled  a 
group  of  six  children,  four  boys  and  two  girls,  ranging  in 
age  from  about  twelve  to  two  years  old,  all  dressed  alike 
in  denim  overalls  a..  I  buckskin  moccasins.  Their  eyes  shone 
under  ragged  black  hair.  Then  Mrs.  Knife,  s  mil  and  slim, 
her  heavy  black  hair  bo  nd  in  shining  braids  abort  her 
head,  came  O’ t  on  noiseless  feat,  talking  kindly,  though 
uninte lligib ly • 

"She  speak  not  nuoh  English,”  Jack  said.  ?*But 
she  say,  you  stay?  Have  to  eat?  Then  I  take  you.” 

"Thanks,  wo  did  eat." 

Excitement  and.  laughter  awoke  as  the  little  colt 
struggled  up  in  the  wagon  box  and  lueen  made  warning  noises 
Lina  climbed  down,  and  she  and  the  big  native  reached  up 
for  the  colt  which  Benjie  lifted  out  to  them#  Poppy,  now 
thoroughly  awake,  slid  to  the  ground  like  an  eel  to  watch 
with  the  other  children  while  the  colt  was  sucking# 

"Sym  be  tell  me  you  come  very  soon.”  Jack  rubbed 
the  mare's  head.  The  white  woman  was  rigidly  silent. 
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'‘I’d  sure  like  to  get  there  before  night," 

"It  gets  dark,"  Jack  looked  at  the  sky,  "But  I 
come  with  you,  I  get  my  horse," 

The  children  began  running  and  shouting,  tumbling 
about  on  the  ground.  Poppy  too,  as  though  she  had  always 
known  them,  irs .  knife  beckoned  the  other  woman  into  her 
clean,  bare  home,  with  its  one  large  bed,  its  rusty  stove 
and  home-made  table.  From  a  birch -bark  basket  under  the 
bed,  she  took  a  beautiful  pair  of  beaded  moccasins  of 
Poppy’s  size, 

"hake  you  welcome,,"  She  put  them  into  the  white 
woman  *  s  hands , 


CHAPTER  F JUR 
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It  seemed  unreal,  that  last  long  stretch  of  road 
down  which  Jack  Knife  led  the  way  with  such  assurance . 

They  forded  bridgeless  streams;  they  lurched  over  great 
stones  that  threatened  to  tear  off  the  wagon  wheels;  they 
bumped  and  rattled  through  the  quiet  land.  The  constant 
movement  and  jolting  had  become  a  part  of  Lina;  but  her 
shoulders  ached,  and  her  whole  body  felt  stiff  and  sore. 

Her  leatner  gloves  had  worn  through  to  the  fingers.  Benjie 
swayed  with  the  motion  of  the  wagon,  his  eyes  half  closed, 
his  body  infinitely  weary.  Through  it  all,  the  child  slept. 
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Almost  Imperceptibly,  the  land  was  darkening* 

Jack  turned  and  shouted  some thing,  pointing  ahead. 
At  the  same  moment,  the  team  suddenly  sank  deep  into 
oozing  mud  at  their  feet.  They  jerked  from  side  to  side, 
terrified.  Lina  jumped  up,  cracking  the  long  ends  of  the 
lines  over  their  heads,  yelling  in  a  voice  that  woke  a 
thousand  echoes  in  the  silent  forest.  The  cow  bawled  in 
fright.  The  horses  plunged  wildly,  straining  great  muscles 
of  shoulder  and  flank,  their  feet  making  sucking  sounds. 

The  wagon  creaked  and  groaned,  writhing  like  a  snake  as  it 
wriggled  forward,  moved  on,  found  dry  land,  iueen  appeared 
beside  the  team,  trembling  and  spattered  with  mud.  Jack 
had  turned  his  horse  to  one  side,  ploughing  his  way  through 
with  loud  shouting,  he  rode  past  with  the  casual  words, 
"Pretty  soon  now," 

The  woman  3at  down,  exhausted.  Her  horses  moved 
slowly  along,  sweating,  stumbling  with  weariness.  The 
journey  3eemed  a  nightmare  •  Lina  had  become  a  numbed  mind 
within  pain.  Benjie  grinned  and  spat. 

"You1!^  a  great  girll r  He  looked  at  her  with  tired 

eyes . 

Jaok*s  horse  stood  across  the  road,  blocking  it. 

"Here." 

"VUioa l"  Benjie  shouted,  and  stood  up,  stiffly. 

To  their  left  in  a  clearing  in  the  dense  bush  they 
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saw  a  log  house  and  a  small,  flat -topped  barn.  All  about 
the  place  hung  a  deserted  silence  that  poured  from  the 
vacant  windows  and  the  half  open  door  of  the  barn.  A  gate 
of  upright  poles,  with  a  tall  pole  in  the  middle,  slanting 

. .:<>v  p, 

down  to  smaller  ones  on  each  side  stood  in  f  ront  of  the 
fenceless  yard.  Just  such  a  gate  Sym  had  made  for  their 

place  on  the  prairie.  For  a  few  long  moments,  Lina  sat 

■ 

silent.  At  last  she  climbed  clumsily  down  and  hobbled 
slowly  towards  the  home  that  Sym  had  built  for  them.  The 
men  got  down  too,  and  began  to  look  after  the  animals* 

Lina  tried  the  door.  It  swung  open  easily.  Inside, 
in  the  dim  light,  she  saw  two  rooms.  The  large,  airy 
kitchen  had  three  windows,  a  stove  at  one  side  and  table 
and  benches  made  of  slabs  nailed  to  the  floor.  In  the  other 
room  stood  tii©  skeleton  outline  of  a  bedstead  and  springs. 

She  found  beside  it  a  3mall  3tub  of  candle  on  a  jam-can  lid. 
Taking  it  bacK  to  the  kitchen,  she  lit  the  candle,  looking 
curiously  about  her,  noting  the  mud -plastered  walls  and  the 
rough  splintery  floor.  4  china  clock  hung  near  the  door, 
its  1  land s  pointing  to  the  hour  01  1:1,70 •  Outside  she  could 
hoar  the  chink  of  harness,  and  the  heavy  tread  of  the 
norses*  feet  s  they  passed  on  their  way  to  the  barn.  She 
heard  Poppy  saying,  M Prince y,  Princey." 

"be  need  a  bridge  of  some  kind  over  that  last  piece 
of  muskeg,’’  Benjie  remarked  as  he  and  Jack  passed  the  window, 
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The  woman  stood  motionless,  looking  at  the  clock,  Her 
face  was  gaunt  and  weary,  her  hair  untidy.  A.  clock,  she 
thought.  He  always  liked  clocks .  Said  it  wasn*t  a  home 
if  there  w  ~sn*t  a  clock  ticking .  She  put  the  candle  down 
on  the  table,  and  hunted  for  the  key.  As  soon  as  she  had 
wound  it,  the  clock  began  to  chime.  She  started  the 
pendulum,  and  a  musical  tick  sounded  in  the  quiet  room. 

Benjie  appeared  at  the  door  with  a  large  card-board 
carton  which  he  dumped  down  on  a  bench. 

"Let»s  eat,  he  suggested,  "and  then  get  out  the 
bed-rolls.  Jack*s  gonna  help  me  unload  the  plough,  but  we 
can  unpack  in  the  morning."  His  eyes  went  about  the  room. 
"Hooks  like  a  snug  place,  Lina.  There *s  a  good  well  in 
behind  the  house,  too." 

''Ask  Jack  to  dinner,"  she  said,  hiding  her  face 
from  him  as  she  bent  over  the  box.  "v.e  should  unpack  the 
lamp.  It  »s  handy  to  get,  right  by  the  chicken  pen." 

"l»m  hungry,"  Poppy  wailed  from  the  door. 

Her  grandfather  put  a  comforting  arm  aro^i  her. 
"There fs  wood  pilod  up  in  tlie  barn,  Lina.  1*11  make  a  fire. 
C  *mon,  Poppy,  help  me  bring  in  some  wood." 

They  sat  at  dinner  in  the  quiet  lamplight.  Jack  tore 
ravenously  at  the  bam  sandwiches,  but  Lina  and  Eenjie 
loaned  heavily  against  the  table,  eating  little.  The  child 
wandered  about  tiie  new  home,  a  piece  of  bread  and  butter 
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In  her  hand.  As  Jack  gulped  down  the  last  of  the  strong 
black  tea,  the  woman  said  to  him, 

"Gome  and  work  for  me.  I >11  pay  you.” 

The  gaunt  man  lit  a  limp  cigarette. 

"I  come.  But  Gustav  want  me  soon.fr 

He  inhaled  deeply,  lazily,  his  7/hole  attitude  one 
of  careless  indifference. 

"Next  week?"  Lina  asked. 

He  nodded.  A  moment  later,  without  a  farewell 
word,  he  was  gone.  They  heard  his  horse*s  hoofs  trotting 
quickly  away  from  the  clearing. 


2. 

The  forest  was  everywhere.  On  the  springy,  root- 
matted  paths,  and  by  water  holes,  were  the  print  of  deer 
and  moose,  and  the  broad,  almost  human  track  of  bear.  As 
their  ears  became  attuned,  the  strangers  noticed  the  forest 
sounds:  the  t hrumr.iing  of  partridge,  the  hooting  of  the 
deep-feathered  owl,  the  scolding  of  chipmunks  in  the  spruce, 
the  chatter  of  the  Canada  jay,  the  songs  of  unknown  birds, 
the  winds  making  the  branches  creak  and  old  trees  groan. 
Wolves  howled  at  night,  deeply  hidden.  Strange  to  the  ears 
of  prairie  folk.  The  only  thing  that  sounded  familiar  was 
the  clanking  of  the  bell  which  the  cow  wore  in  her  wanderings 
through  the  day.  In  this  vast  and  lonely  place  it  was  easy 
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to  feel  lost  or  hunted.  The  winding  trails  constantly 
needed  to  be  cleared  of  fallen  trees  or  fast -growing  bush. 
Amid  this  maze  of  vegetation,  the  newcomers,  used  as  they 
we re  to  gazing  across  measureless  miles  of  prairie,  found 
themselves  shut  in,  imprisoned. 

For  the  most  part,  the  acres  that  Sym  \shley  had 
staked  off,  lay  beneath  a  covering  of  heavy  brush  a nd 
conifers.  Here  and  there  in  the  open  places  grass  would 
soon  grow,  deep  and  green.  To  secure  more  grass,  clearing 
was  sufficient;  but  for  a  garden  space,  for  just  a  small 
field  of  oats  and  of  wheat,  Lina  began  to  tear  at  the  land 
with  bare  bands.  She  was  glad  when  Jack,  riding  by  the 
house  late  one  evening,  came  in  to  tell  thorn  that  he  would 
be  there  next  day  to  help. 

After  breakfast,  there  was  no  sign  of  the  new 
helper.  Benjie  kept  walking  to  tlie  road,  looking  and 
waiting,  while  Lina,  taking  Poppy  with  her,  worked  on  a 
fence  of  rails  about  the  pasture.  At  last,  towards  noon, 
they  all  heard  the  unmistakable  sounds  of  wagon  wheels  and 
horses.  Benjie  came  to  find  his  daughter,  an  incredible 
look  on  his  face . 

"He  brung  the  wife  and  kids.  They*re  pitching  a 
tent  in  our  yard." 

"Kids?"  Poppy  cried  in  delight,  scampering  off 

ahead. 
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Lina  threw  down  the  rail  she  was  setting  in  place 
and  followed.  There  at  the  cabin  door,  the  tent  vas 
spreading  itself,  and  the  children  were  already  having  a 
game  of  tag  at  the  gate,  while  Mrs.  Knife  lighted  a  fire 
on  the  ground.  Jack  straightened  up  from  where  he  was 
pounding  in  the  tent  pegs.  They  all  looked  so  happy  that 
Lina  could  not  help  smiling. 

"Everybody  came  along,  eh?” 

Jack  nodded.  11  We  come  to  brush  for  you.  My  wife 
and  boys,  they  help." 

”l  hadn’t  counted  on  feeding  so  many,"  Lina 
murmured  to  Benjie  while  the  natives  went  on  pitching 
camp.  "I  reckon  Mrs.  Knife  can  cook  for  the  outfit. 

There’s  lots  of  bacon  and  beans." 

"Jack  says  the  boys  will  bring  in  some  fish." 

Benjie  looked  worried.  "A  dollar  a  day  is  what  the  wages 
is  here." 

Lina’s  mouth  went  into  a  straight  line.  "We’ll 

make  out... . Look  at  that  kid  of  mine,  would  yout 

Running  round  like  wild.  There’ll  be  no  holding  her  now." 

n 

"Leave  the  kid  be.  Girl.  She’s  got  to  play  sometimes 

"She’ll  be  getting  like  an  Indian." 

_  _  _ _ _  _ 

3. 

But  her  chief  concern  had  to  be  for  the  land,  ith 
Jack,  she  worked  like  a  machine,  scarcely  stopping  to 

9 


* 


. 


- 

- 

. 


■ 

■ ' 

- 


44 


straighten  up  or  to  rest.  They  wrenched  out  great  stumps 
and  roots*  and  prodigious  rocks.  Every  inch  of  the  rich 
soil  must  be  fought  for*  with  heaving  of  shoulders  and 
backs*  and  straining  of  horses.  Inch  by  inch  Lina  and 
Jack  pushed  back  the  forest*  felling  trees*  ploughing* 
hauling  aw^r  the  stones.  Day  by  day  the  spring  was  bringing 
the  countryside  to  life.  Grass  grew  green  and  thick  by  the 
roadside  and  in  the  cleared  places.  The  poplars  and  the 
willows  budded  out  into  a  haze  of  green*  and  then  into  full 
leaf,  Benjie  did  the  sowing*  by  hand.  They  would  be  late 
with  their  garden. 

"1*11  cut  the  oats  green,"  Lina  told  her  father 
one  evening.  "And  Jack  tells  me  that  Sven  Jensen  does  the 
tiaras hing  around  here.  But  we  *11  just  have  enough  wheat 
to  feed  us  through  the  winter  and  some  left  for  seed.  Jack 
wonft  stay  much  longer.  We*ll  have  to  do  for  ourselves. 

Looking  at  his  daughters  sweat-stained  clothes* 
and  her  face  sharp  under  the  grime*  Benjie  sighed. 

"Wish  I  could  g  t  more  done,  Girl.  Don*t  seem 
right*  me  just  harnessing  the  team  and  drivin*  around . " 

"Well*  you  got  a  nice  rail  fence  put  up*  Daddy. 
Anyways  the  blame  cow  can*t  get  away  like  she  did  at  first... 
Where*s  the  kid?  We  got  to  be  getting  to  bed." 

She*s  out  there  with  the  rest  of  them*  whoopin*  it 
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Lina  went  to  the  door  and  listened.  The  children 
scampered  about,  playing  in  an  ecstacy  of  happiness,  their 
laughter  gushing  free,  their  shouts  mingling  with  the  barking 

of  the  dog. 

" Poppy l”  her  mother  called.  "Come  on  in  here!" 

The  native  children  stopped  in  their  tracks,  and 
the  small  figure  of  the  little  girl  came  slowly  out  of  the 
shadows.  Dirty,  barefoot,  clad  only  in  her  coveralls,  she 
appeared  in  the  the  lighted  kitchen. 

’’Wash  your  face  now,  and  run  along  to  bed.  Hurry V 
Lina  poured  warm  water  into  the  basin.  "Use  the  soap.  Don*t 

rub  off  all  the  dirt  on  to  the  towel . Good  goshl”  Lina 

exclaimed  in  horror  as  the  child  obediently  bent  to  wash. 
"Daddy  l  Her  bead»s  fair  crawling  with  lice  l  Cone  here. 

Poppy.  For  heaven  sake  stand  stillt" 

But  the  child  darted  away  from  her,  bursting  into 
tears  in  a  corner  of  the  kitchen. 

"We  got  to  put  some  coal-oil  on  her  hair. r  Benjie 
got  up  wearily,  and  went  towards  the  little  girl.  "Gome 
on.  Baby,  it  won*t  hurt." 

"What  noxtl"  Lina  groaned.  "I  got  an  old  piece  of 
stocking  that  I  could  sew  up  the  end  and  cover  her  head  with" 

"Never  mind."  The  old  man  rubbed  oil  vigorously 
into  the  heavy  tangled  hair.  "She»s  gettin'  tanned  and  tough 

anyways 
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"I  should  of  looked  to  the  kid»s  hair®  So  much 

to  think  of 


4. 

But  it  was  good  land.  And  the  day  after  Jack  and 
his  family  had  driven  awsjy,  rain  came,  and  they  could  rest 
for  a  little  while.  Grey  and  slanting  the  rain  seeped  into 
the  new-turned  earth.  Wliat  matter  that  their  money  was 

practically  gone?  They  had  almost  forgotten  what  a  slow 

. 

steady  rain  was  like.  Everywhere  sounded  the  CDoaking  of 
frogs,  the  whistling  of  birds.  Everywhere,  greenness  rested 
the  eyes.  Lina  could  not  stay  inside,  bub  dressed  in  old 
clothes  and  a  slicker  of  Benjie*s,  she  walked  about, 
setting  every  available  pail  and  pan  to  catch  soft  water* 

The  next  morning  it  was  still  raining  as  she  rode  down  the 
trail  on  iueen  with  the  colt  following.  She  was  taking  time 
to  explore,  and  to  see  what  lay  beyond  the  bend  in  the  road. 
She  thought  of  other  springtimes  she  had  known,  with  their 
blizzards  of  dust,  and  brown  burnt  prairie  grass,  and  the  few 
flowers  blown  to  bits  in  storms.  Now  she  rode  through  the 
grey  sheets  of  rain,  just  to  feel  its  cool  sweet  freshness. 
The  trees  lifted  their  many  faces  to  it,  and  every  leaf  was 
shining  with  moisture.  Flowers  she  load  never  seen  bloomed 
along  the  path,  and  every  cup  was  filled.  iueen  slithered 
in  the  mud,  but  it  did  not  matter.  The  woman  did  not  care 
if  she  were  covered  with  mud,  or  where  she  went,  or  if  whe 
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were  to  come  home  drenched  to  the  skin* 

She  came  suddenly  upon  a  low  level  stretch  of  land 
with  just  a  scattering  of  brush.  For  the  rest  it  was 
covered  with  grass,  green  and  dripping* 

"Wild  hay I"  Lina  pulled  her  horse  to  a  standstill. 
"Acres  of  itl"  She  feasted  her  eyes  on  the  misty  fields* 
And  now  she  saw  the  gleam  of  water,  and  noticed  a  little 
lake  with  clumps  of  willows  at  its  margin,  iueen  tossed  her 
head  as  the  colt  moved  restlessly  about.  Streams  of  water 
were  running  down  the  road  under  foot.  The  rain  came  in 
gusts,  pattering  on  the  leaves  and  soughing  through  the 
evergreens.  The  woman  did  not  move.  It  was  a  long  while 
before  she  turned  back,  becoming  for  the  first  time 
conscious  of  the  wetness  penetrating  every  part  of  her 
clothing. 


That  afternoon,  Lina  built  up  a  good  fire,  and  put  on 
quantities  of  the  soft  water  to  get  hot.  Everyone,  she 
announced,  was  to  have  a  good  wash  and  get  cleaned  up. 

She  shampooed  her  own  heavy  honey-coloured  hair,  relishing 
the  feeling  of  cleanliness.  In  a  clean  print  dress  and 
starched  apron,  she  scrubbed  Poppy  in  the  wash-tub  in 
front  of  the  stovo.  The  child  was  docile,  succumbing  to 
the  ministrations  with  good  grace,  talking  all  the  while 
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with  a  friendliness  her  mother  rarely  saw  in  her.  She 
put  on  her  clean  overalls,  and  even  gave  in  to  wearing 
shoes  and  socks,  Poppyfs  hair  was  shoulder-length,  straight 
and  thick,  and  pale  gold  in  colour  • 

"We  must  get  you  a  nice  pretty  dress  to  start 
school  in,"  her  mother  said,  brushing  vigorously,  "What 
colour  would  you  like?" 

"Pink,  with  frills,'  Poppy  waited  patiently  for 
the  ribbon  to  be  tied,  her  eyes  full  of  wonderment.  Lina*s 
little  hand  sewing-machine  and  Benjie’s  fiddle  were  the 
two  great  family  treasures. 

"Have  to  get  her  a  scribbler  and  pencil  too," 

The  old  man  buttoned  his  clean  shirt  before  the  mirror  by 
the  window.  He  grinned  at  his  grandchild,  his  red  cheeks 
3hining, 

"Bacon  and  beans  for  supper, !f  Lina  straightened  up, 
while  the  little  girl  ran  free,  dancing  about. 

The  grey  afternoon  soon  darkened  into  evening, 
bringing  with  it  a  steady  drizzle.  Benjie  lit  the  small 
coal-oil  lamp  which  shed  a  dim  but  warm  light,  while  the 
stove  gave  out  a  satisfactory  heat, 

Lina  sat  at  the  table,  scrutinizing  the  shack  w ith 
t  houg  ht  f u 1  e  ye  s  , 

"Reckon  we  *11  have  to  wait  till  winter  to  fix  up 
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"lt*s  all  right,  Girl,'?  Benjie  murmured . 

"Well,  yes,  but  we  need  cupboards,  nd  the  bedroom, 

I  figger  we  could  partition  that  and  make  two  rooms." 

Benjie  sat  down  by  the  fire,  whittling  a  stick  into 
the  woodbox. 

» 

“Nice  to  see  you  just  do  nothing  for  a  change." 

"Play  your  fiddle,  Gramp,"  the  child  pleaded,  cling¬ 
ing  to  him. 

It  was  the  first  time  Benjie  had  taken  out  his 
instrument  since  they  ad  left  the  prairie.  He  took  a  long 
time  tuning  it,  and  his  eyes  were  sad;  but  when  he  played 
"Danny  Boy"  to  them,  a  smile  lit  up  his  face.  He  played  it 
over  two  or  three  times,  v/hile  his  daughter  hummed  it, 
seeming  to  forget  for  a  moment  her  work  and  weariness,  her 
driving  detdrmination.  Poppy  clasped  her  hands,  enchanted. 

Suddenly,  Gypsy,  lying  just  inside  the  door,  sprang 
up  with  a  sharp  bark,  and  then  there  were  the  sounds  of 
wheels  and  of  voices  outside. 

"Down  Gyp l  Shut  upl" 

"Come  here,  Boyl"  Laying  his  fiddle  aside,  Benjie 
seized  the  dog  by  the  scruff  of  the  neck,  ordering  him  into 
the  bedroom.  Opening  the  door,  Lina  looked  out  into  the 
dripping  night.  A  man  stood  on  the  threshold,  and  behind 
him  a  group  of  silent  figures  huddled  in  a  wagon  drawn  by  a 
team  of  scrubby  horses.  Two  or  three  dogs  slunk  growling 
under  the  wagon. 
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nI  was  sure  I  heard  a  fiddle,”  the  stranger  said. 
His  voice  had  a  peculiar  reedy  tone,  with  something  about 
the  accent  which  told  tliat  Cree  was  his  native  tongue. 

"We’re  your  neighbors.  I*m  Isaiah  Waters. " 

"Won’t  you  all  come  in?"  Lina  hesitated.  "it’s,... 

so  wet.1' 

Turning  his  head,  the  man  said  something  she  could 
not  understand,  and  In  the  shadows,  a  group  of  people  got 
down  out  of  the  wagon.  Isaiah  stood  at  the  door  with 
something  wrapped  in  a  flour  sack  under  his  arm.  tie  was  a 
thin,  wiry  figure,  dressed  in  a  rabbled  blue  suit  and  a 
clean  plaid  shirt,  with  three  or  four  tie  pins  shining  in 
his  vivid  red  tie.  Thick,  matted  black  hair  showed  under 
a  black  hat  tightened  by  a  thong,  and  his  eyes  stabbed  in 
the  intensity  of  thsir  look.  His  face,  a  dark  greasy  brown, 
beaten  by  every  kind  of  weather,  hAd  deep  lines  about  the 
eyes  and  mouth,  which  gave  it,  in  repose,  a  remote  sadness. 

"My  mother,"  he  said,  as  an  old  woman  with  a 
wrinkled,  copper -coloured  face  and  grey  braided  hair, 
huddling  a  blanket  about  her  shoulders,  appeared  in  the  , 
lamplight.  A  shrunken  old  man  whose  brown  skin  was  full  of 
thousands  of  fine  lines,  with  more  appearing  at  each  word 
or  smile  or  frown,  followed  her.  This,  Isaiah  told  them, 
wa*s  Bill  Manydogs,  the  brother  of  his  mother.  They  were 
duly  introduced  to  Isaiah’s  wife,  Martha,  vivid  in  a  red 
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dress  under  a  green  coat  and  carrying  a  crying  baby  on 
her  hip.  She  alone  wore  shoes ,  patent  leather  ones  with 

high,  wobbly  heels, 

"And  this,1'  said  Isaiah  finally,  "is  Jay,”  He  had 
an  affectionate  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  a  dark -faced  lad. 
They  all  trooped  in,  taking  off  their  rubbers,  walking  with 
silent  moccasined  feet  to  the  benches,  and  to  the  trunk 
which  Benjie  hospitably  pulled  forward  for  them  to  sit  on, 
Lina  shut  the  door,  and  immediately  Gypsy  stood  beside  it, 
growling  menacingly,  listening  to  the  yapping  of  the  dogs 
outside • 

Isaiah  sat  down  beside  Benjie,  taking  a  fiddle  out 

of  the  flour  sack, 

"I  heard  you  playing  something,  a  new  song.  I 
never  heard  it  before.  How  does  that  go?" 

The  poignant  tune  began  again,  and  the  tore©  men 
leaned  together.  Old  i  rs .  Waters  bent  down  to  pick  up  her 
son's  gloves  fro  1  the  floor  where  he  had  dropped  them. 

"Say,  them  are  some  gloves.  May  I  see  them?" 

The  white  woman  took  them  into  her  hands,  studying  the 
intricate  beaded  pattern  on  the  backs  and  cuffs. 

"Buc  skin,"  Mrs.  Waters  said.  ifI  make.  Hear  long 

time 

"How  much  for  a  pair  like  that?" 

The  shrewd  blue  eyes  met  the  wise  dark  ones. 
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"A  setting  hen. . and  print  for  a  dress... ... 

and  fifty  cents." 

"Make  me  q  pair." 

Lina  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  wood -box  and  held 
out  her  hand  while  Mrs.  Waters  noted  the  length  of  her 
fingers,  muttering  to  herself. 

"Saturday  I  bring  them." 

Martha  opened  the  front  of  her  dress  and  began 

nursing  the  baby. 

"i'll  never  got  my  little  Sammy  weaned.  He  cries 
all  the  time.1'  Grey  eyes  in  a  dark  face  looked  hopefully 

at  Lina. 

"Daddy  says  you  should  wean  the  baby  at  the  change 
of  the  moon.  We  done  that  with  Poppy  and  we  nover  had  no 

trouble  at  all." 

"Nice  yellow  hair,"  the  old  woman  remarked,  her 
eyes  on  Poppy  who  had  settled  herself  at  the  table  with  Jay. 
They  had  a  piece  of  brown  wrapping  paper  spread  out  before 
them,  upon  which  the  boy  was  drawing  quick  pencil  sketches 
to  amuse  her. 

"A  reindeer l"  the  little  girl  demanded. 

"All  right,  a  deer."  His  voice  had  a  sweet  huski¬ 
ness,  a  pathos  rare  in  a  boy  of  his  age,  and  his  mouth  was 
line  and  sensitive.  With  dense  black  hair,  and  large  black 
eyes  half  hidden  by  drooping  lids,  lie  looked  darker  than 
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he  was  "beside  the  fairness  of  the  golden-haired  child® 

"Does  the  little  girl  go  to  school?0  I  art ha  asked. 

"She *11  be  starting  in  September,0  And  then  Lina 
was  suddenly  startled  to  hear  Isaiah  playing  l!Danny  Boy0 
with  a  depth  and  tenderness  that  Benjie  could  not  equal® 

While  Isaiah  played.  Bill  fcanydogs  held  Benjie*s 
violin,  touching  it  softly  as  though  it  were  a  live  thing, 
looking  at  it  with  longing.  His  black  snaky  locks  hung 
about  his  crafty  eyes. 

°Better  hang  on  to  your  fiddle,0  Isaiah  warned, 
as  he  finished  with  a  flourish.  "Some  one  stole  Bill*s0!! 

He  handed  the  instrument  back  to  its  owner. 

"You  speak  English  real  good"  Benjie  said  ad¬ 
miringly. 

Isaiah  tightened  his  bow,  and  plucked  at  the  strings 
of  his  fiddle  with  his  fingers. 

°I  wont  to  Mission  School.  My  mother  went  to  school 
once,  too.  She  can  still  read.  !  There  was  pride  in  her 
son»s  voice.  °Play  me  another.  What  else  do  you  know?" 

°D*ye  know  this  here  hoe -down?"  B&ajie  swung  into 
some  quick  music  which  Isaiah  soon  joined,  while  Bill 
thundered  out  the  calls  of  a  square  dance.  The  children 
laughed  aloud  over  some  drawings  Poppy  had  made.  The  baby 
whined.  The  &>  s  within  and  without,  snarled  and  barked. 
Martha  talked  volubly.  The  old  woman  filled  her  pipe. 
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The  close  air  of  the  little  cabin  reaMd  with  the  -  smells 
of  wet  dog,  buckskin,  3trong  body  odors,  and  tobacco  smoke, 
Lina  got  up,  opening  the  window  to  let  in  the  wind  with  its 
sprays  of  rain  and  fresh  sweet  air. 

"Gould  you  stay  for  a  cup  of  coffee?"  she  asked. 
"The  kettle  is  right  on  the  boil." 

"I  sure  would  like  to."  Martha  tossed  her  black 
mane  with  a  look  in  Isaiah^  direction. 

The  music  went  on  and  on  as  the  three  men  played 
to  each  other  and  exchanged  tunes.  After  the  coffee,  Lina 
began  to  feel  weary,  and  hoped  the  guests  would  soon 
leave  • 

"Come  with  us,"  Isaiah  urged  Benjie. 

"Where?" 

"To  the  dance  at  the  school.  You  can  make  five 
dollars,  fiddling." 

"Five  dollars?"  Benjie  grinned  at  his  daughter. 

She  glanced  at  the  battered  alarm  clock  on  the  table  which 
said  eleven  thirty. 

"What  time  does  it  start?"  she  asked. 

"It  starts,"  Isaiah  replied  with  dignity,  "when  I 
begin  to  play.  You  come  too.1' 

But  she  shook  her  head.  "l»ve  got  to  put  the  kid 
to  b  ed." 

He  put  his  violin  into  the  flour  sack  again,  and 
stood  up,  looking  questioningly  at  Benjie. 
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"Sure,  I’ll  come,"  the  old  man  declared.  "Do  they 
dance  all  night?” 

f,Till  it  gets  light  and  the  sun  begins  to  shine." 

The  visitors  quickly  put  on  their  things  and 
gathered  themselves  together  for  their  departure.-  As  soon 
as  the  door  opened,  the  dogs  rushed  viciously  upon  each 
other.  Bill  separated  them  forcibly.  Lina  grabbed  Gypsy 
by  the  scruff  of  the  neck.  He  growled  and  trembled  while 
the  group  piled  into  the  wagon.  Benjie  had  gone  into  the 
bedroom  to  get  a  canvass  to  cover  up  with  on  the  journey. 
Isaiah  waited  on  the  doorstep. 

"l  seen  you  this  morning  riding  by  the  hay  field. 

The  v; Oman’s  hand  tightened  on  the  dog’s  ruff. 

‘'is  it . .your  land?"  she  asked, 

"No.  I  live  near." 

"Whose  land  is  it?" 

Isaiah  shrugged. 

"Then  who  gets  the  hay?" 

"Whoever  gets  there  first." 

Benjie  came  out  of  the  bedroom  carrying  a  piece  of 
canvass  and  his  violin  case. 

"See  you  in  the  morning.  Girl." 

The  door  closed  on  them  with  a  draught  that  made  the 
flame  in  the  lamp  flicker,  blackening  the  glaos  chimney. 
After  Poppy  was  in  bed,  her  mother  glanced  over  the  paper  on 
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which  the  children  had  been  drawing*  There  were  the  jagged 
scribblings  of  ter  own  child,  and  about  them  marched  many 
animals  of  the  forest,  deer,  moose,  rabbit,  chipmunk*  They 
were  crudely  done,  but  with  amazing  and  superb  accuracy. 

She  sat  for  a  long  ti;  e,  looking  at  them,  thinking  deeply* 


CHAPTER  FIVE 


1. 

Early  one  August  morning,  the  fire  roared  hot  in 
the  stove  of  the  stifling  kitchen  while  Lina  fished  out 
of  the  steaming  wash-tub,  quart  and  pint  bottles  of 
saskatoons  and  raspberries  which  she  and  Benjie  and  the 
unwilling  Poppy  had  picked  the  day  before.  Poppy  sat  in 
the  doorway,  her  mouth  and  fingers  stained  purple,  purple 
stains  marking  the  front  of  her  coveralls.  With  her  mouth 
turned  down  at  the  corners  and  her  nose  running,  she  cried 
endlessly,  a  wretched,  irritating  whine  * 

" Poppy l"  With  the  back  of  her  wrist,  Lina  pushed 
back  the  locks  of  loosened  hair  which  clung  damply  to  her 
forehead.  "Stop  that  Cf/ing  this  minute  l"  She  made  as 
though  she  would  shake  the  little  girl. 

"I  wanna  go  with  Cramp."  Poppy  got  up  and  stamped 
her  bare  foot,  but  it  struck  sharply  against  a  loose  nail. 
The  pain  caused  her  to  burst  out  into  wild  sobbing.  Benjie 
drove  up  in  the  wagon  from  the  barn,  with  Whisky  and  Rum 
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impatient  to  be  off. 

"Whoal”  he  shouted.  "What's  the  matter  now?” 

Standing  in  the  doorway,  his  daughter  wiped  her 
hands  on  a  dish-towel*  shaking  her  head*  while  the  child  rol 
led  over  and  over  on  the  ground. 

"Good  gosh.  Daddy,  anybody  passing  by  would  think 
I  was  killing  the  kid.” 

The  old  man  got  down  from  the  wagon  and  took  her 
into  his  arms.  She  clung  to  him,  anguished. 

” I  can't  let  her  go  to  town  like  that.  She  hasn't 
a  clean  thing  to  put  on.  I  never  even  got  time  to  comb  her 
hair  this  morning,  and  she  looks  a  sight." 

Benjie  still  held  Poppy.  He  hesitated,  "it  would 
take  her  off  your  hands.” 

"She's  got  the  notion  lately  that  she  can  get  her 
own  way  by  having  tantrums." 

"l«lls  ee  she  don't  get  into  no  trouble ..... .Some¬ 
thing's  wrong  with  a  kid  that  keeps  crying.” 

Lina  saw  a  look  on  old  Benjie’s  face  that  made  her 
sigh  with  exasperation. 

"All  right  then.  Como  in.  Poppy,  and  get  your  face 


washed.. . You  spoil  her  all  to  pieces." 

"Why  no.  Girl.  A  little  bit  of  loving  don't  spoil 
no  kid . Need  anything  else  besides  the  lumber  and 


nails?" 
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"Coffee  and  sugar,  I  eonldn ft  begin  to  comb  out 
these  snarls ,  it  would  take  half  an  hour.  Put  your  beret 
on.  Where  are  your  shoes?  Oh,  those  raspberries  should  be 

coming  out," 

Poppy  darted  into  the  bed-room,  coning  out  a  moment 
later,  quite  presentable,  her  face  shining  and  clean  from 

its  scrubbing, 

"There  fg  some  pink  broad  cloth  at  Vong}s,"  Lina  said, 
tightening  the  screw  top  of  the  jar  of  hot  fruit,  "i  was 
thinking  to  make  Poppy  a  new  dress  to  go  to  school  in.  She 
sure  looks  awful  in  them  coveralls," 

"An*  a  pencil-box,  an*  a  bookl"  the  little  girl 
shrilled, 

"You  can  pick  those  out  yourself,"  old  Benjie  told 
her  as  he  put  her  into  the  wagon  box. 


-L 

It  was  Hog  Day  in  Bear  Trap.  Teams  and  wagons  lined 
the  two  streets.  The  jingle  of  harness,  the  voices  of 
haggling  men  in  various  languages,  the  squsaLing  of  pigs,  the 
rumbling  of  wagon  wheels,  rose  on  the  dusty  air.  Sachariah 
Olenski  walked  unsteadily  down  the  main  street  on  the 
hazardous  board  wa Lks  with  their  rotting  planks  mended  with 
old  auto  license -plates  of  rusty  reds  and  yellows.  Many 
whiskered,  rough-looking  men  spoke  to  him  as  he  passed,  but 
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received  only  a  sullen  grunt  in  reply®  His  face  was 
shadowed  by  an  old  felt  hat  with  great  patches  of  sweat 
on  the  lower  part  of  the  crown.  From  the  hip  pocket  of 
his  overalls,  something  bulged,  giving  his  walk  an  un¬ 
gainly  appearance.  As  he  approached  Wong* 3,  his  steps 
became  slower,  and  he  finally  leaned  on  the  wall  against  a 
tobacco  advertisement,  the  only  sign  of  colour  on  the 
building.  Here  he  struck  a  match,  and  practically  hiding 
his  face  from  view,  relit 'a  stub  of  cigarette  which  had  gone 
dead  in  his  mouth.  But  one  squinty  eye  watched  the  street 
where  Gustav,  towering  above  most  of  the  people  about, 
came  towards  him  with  his  quick  small  steps. 

"0l6nski,  what  about  that  hay?,f  The  Big  Swede 
spoke  quietly. 

The  other  man  turned  his  head  aside  to  exhale  a 

cloud  of  smoke. 

MDe  woman  get  dere  before  me.'/ 

"Full  of  moonshine,  weren't  you?  Just  like  you 

are  now*"' 

"Gus l  someone  bellowed  from  the  hotel  door. 

"You* re  wanted i 

"If  you  got  no  nay  and  no  money,  than  by  spring  you 
got  no  farm,'  Gustav  declared. 

Watohing  him  go,  Olonski  stepped  to  the  side  of  the 
walk,  spat  defiantly  and  slouched  into  Wong's* 


V 


. 


60 


Ordering  groceries  for  several  neighbors  who  had 
hailed  him  on  the  ay,  Benjie  kept  close  watch  over  Poppy 
who  wandered  about,  blissfully  chewing  licorice*  She 
looked  wonder ingly  through  the  store,  gazing  with  rapture 
at  the  enormous  stockings  hanging  from  the  ceiling,  feeling 
the  slick  feel  of  the  rows  of  new  hoots,  sniffing  the 
leathery,  horsy,  grocery  smell  of  the  place*  Wong  smiled 
through  his  broken  teeth  as  he  helped  her  s  elect  a  bright 
red  pencil  box  and  a  scribbler  on  whose  cover  a  cowboy 
roped  a  hapless  calf* 

"Velly  nice,  velly  nice*5'  Wong  *s  eyes  sparkled  as 
lie  wrapped  up  her  purchases. 

"Got  everything?”  Benjie  grinned  at  her. 

‘Pink  stuff  for  my  dress,"  she  reminded  him. 

"Missy  give  you  goods."  Wong  pointed  across  the 
|  store  where  a  neat  Chinese  girl  was  tidying  up  the  bales  of 
|  cloth.  The  old  man  and  the  little  girl  went  over  to  her. 

I 

"Some  pink  siuff  for  a  dress, "  Benjie  ordered. 

"How  much?" 

"Oh,  endugh  to  cover  this  here  kid," 

Mss  l  ong  brought  forward  some  pink  broadcloth,  "This 
is  nice,"  she  offered.  " Won't  fade  either." 

Benjie  nodded  his  approval. 

"Frills,"  Poppy  demanded. 

"We  have  some  very  nice  white  frilling,"  the 
Chinese  girl  began,  looking  doubtfully  at  Bnjie  out  of  her 
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a lanond  -s  ha ped  e  ye  s  * 

"Sure,  give  the  kid  her  frills." 

Across  the  store,  Wong  shouted,  "No  I  No  I  Olenskil 
You  no  pay,  I  give  you  nottingi" 

Olenski  uttered  a  curse,  banging  the  flat  of  his 
hand  down  on  the  counter. 

i 

"Come  on,  Zak, !?  one  of  the  men  said,  taking  his  arm* 
"Let»s  go  get  a  drink."  Everyone  stood  aside  as  the  two  men 
went  out ,  Olenski  waving  his  arms  and  talking  loudly  and 
defiantly  in  his  own  language. 


3. 

Tudor  hammered  busily,  tacking  oh  the  loose  sole  of 
a  shoe.  His  shop  stood  on  a  slight  rise,  facing  the  two 
streets  of  Bear  Trap*  so  that  he  had  a  good  vi  w  of  all  that 
went  on  in  the  town.  The  thick  branches  of  the  huge  spruce 
beside  the  door,  helped  to  keep  the  place  cool  on  a  hot  day 
like  this •  There  was  a  worse  crowd  than  usual  for  Hog  Days 
good  many  strangers,  too*  Tudor  paused  in  his  hammering, 
taking  several  tacks  out.  of  his  mouth.  Through  the  window 
he  could  see  an  old  man  and  a  little  girl  coming  up  the 
slope.  The  child  opened  the  screen,  coming  in  to  stare  with 
great  wondering  dark  eyes,  while  her  grandfather  bunched  up 
his  red  cheeks,  grinning  at  Polkes. 

"Howdy."  He  s,  if ted  his  pipe  to  the  corner  of  his 


mouth. 
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Tudor  nodded,  standing  straight  and  lean. 

!r Aren’t  you  Benjie  Parrel?*®  he  asked,  coming  forward 
with  his  hand  outstretched. 

’’Why,  yes."  The  old  man  lookedup  in  surprise  at 
Tudor’s  thin  tanned  face  that  was  not  young,  but  had  some¬ 
thing  in  it  that  would  never  he  old. 

“Welcome  to  our  city. ... .1 *m  Tudor  Polkes . . . . . .1 

heard  you  people  had  come  in. ...... .Here,  sit  down."  He 

drew  forward  a  dilapidated  chair,  testing  it  with  his  hands 
first,  before  offering  it.  “And  what’s  this  little  girl’s 
name,  eh?" 

“Mary  Belle  Ashley."  Poppy  moved  over  shyly  to  her 
grandfather,  smiling  slowly,  showing  her  teeth  stained  with 
licorice,  i  hero  was  to  Tudor  something  familiar  about  that 
smile,  lie  sat  down  on  the  table,  picking  up  his  pipe  and 
lighting  it  with  great  concentration. 

r,I’ve  been  looking  out  for  you  for  some  time." 
frWe  don’t  git  io  town  much.  We  been  awful  busy  all 
summer.  But,"'  Benjie  went  on  in  a  puzzled  tone,  1  how  in 
tarnation  did  you  know  who  I  was?" 

"Oh,  I  lcdep  count  of  all  the  strangers.  I  want  to 
get  a  look  at  their  shoes."  Tudor  drew  tils  feet  up  oh  to 
the  table,  and  leaning  against  tne  wall,  sat  hugging  his 
knees.  "There  -was  a  fellow  I  used  to  know,'  he  said 
thoughtfully.  "Lived  down  near  Shingle  Hills.  lie  was  quite 
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a  cattle  man  when  I  was  in  that  country  before  the  war*  His 
name  was  Duke  Watson*  Did  you  happen  to  know  him?" 

"Duke  Wat  son  J"  Benjie's  face  lit  up.  "Why  him  and 
me  was  pals  in  the  East  fifty  years  ago l  We  come  west  and 
rode  the  range  together  before  we  both  went  farming.  He's 
down  there  still,  wait in*  for  irrigation. ....... .And  you 

knew  him?” 

Tudor  grinned.  "I  was  just  out  from  England,  and 
green  as  grass.  Duke  gave  me  plenty  of  good  advice.  He 
was  a  character  all  right.5 

"You  do  talk  a  little  English^."  Benjie  drew  the 
child  on  to  his  knee.  "Why  didnft  you  stay  there?"  the 
old  man  asked  presently. 

Tudor  dangled  one  foot,  hugging  the  other  knee.  "Well 
after  the  war,  I  wasn't  really  strong  enough  to  handle  the 
farm.  Oh,  I  hung  on  for  awhile,  but  it  *3  dusty  country, 
what  ?" 


Benjie  looked  dreamily  out  at  the  expanse  of  bush 


beyond  the  town.  "Oh.  some  vears  she's  worse  than  others.... 


•  i  t  « 


back  to  the  other's  face.  "Course,  I  was  away  East  when 
the  wife  died,  and  then  when  I  come  back  I  pulled  out  of 


Shingle  Hills . Been  here  long?" 


"Going  on  ten  years  now."  Tudor  relit  his  pipe. 
?One  place  is  as  good  as  another,  I  guess." 
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"Well,  sir,  it's  like  see  in1  somebody  from  home 
to  meet  up  with  a  friend  of  Duke’s."  Benjie  beamed  at 
him,  putting  the  child  off  his  knee  and  getting  up,  "He  was 
like  my  older  brother  all  this  long  time.  I’d  like  to  come 
in  and  spend  the  tin®  of  day  v/ith  you  now  and  then.  And 
say,  come  out  to  our  place  some  time." 

"Well  now.  I’ll  try  to  do  that."  Tudor  slowly 
put  his  feet  to  the  floor.  "What  was  it  you  wanted?" 

"Do  you  have  any  harness  buckles?  Wong’s  clean  out 
of  them." 

Folkes  opened  a  wooden  box  on  the  table,  and  began 
sorting  out  a  buckle  or  two  from  the  odd  mixture  of  shoe 
buttons,  nails,  and  miscellaneous  bits  of  metal. 

"Here  are  three.  I  don't  deal  in  them,  you  see. 

You  can  have  them."  He  held  the  buckles  out  carefully  as 
though  they  were  treasures  of  great  value. 

"Benjie  dropped  them  into  the  pocket  of  his  overalls 
"Say,  Folkes,  did  you  over  nappen  across  3ym  Ashley?" 

Tudor  nodded.  "lie  was  in  here  the  night  before  he 
went  away." 

"You  wouldn’t  know  where  he  went?" 

"lie  said  lie  was  going  to  cinch  some  deal.  I  don’t 

\ 

think  he  meant  to  be  gone  so  long.  Something  must  have 
happened . " 

Benjie  puffed  at  his  pipe.  "Was  he  in  any  trouble?" 
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Tudor  looked  into  Benjiefs  honest  troubled  eyes. 

" Not  around  here,  as  far  as  I  know.  Everyone  seemed,  to 

like  Sym  Ashley, :f 

The  two  men  were  silent  for  a  while.  Then  they 
chatted  about  crops  and  the  price  of  hogs  until  Poppy  said 
suddenly,  "Gramp,  let*s  go  home.'1 

Benjie  and  Tudor  shook  hands,  '’it’s  been  that  good 
to  see  you,"  the  old  man  said,  his  voice  a  little  unsteady. 
Laughter  lines  creased  the  corners  of  Folke»s  eyes  as  the 
child  and  her  grandfather  disappeared  behind  a  wagon.  He 
had  forgotten  to  look  at  their  shoes.  He  put  some  tacks 
between  his  lips.  here  was  Syy  with  his  charming  smile, 
ho  wondered,  shaking  hi 9  head. 


4. 

The  bar  was  blue  with  the  stale  smoke  of  reeking 
cigars,  cigarettes,  and  noisome  pipos.  Men  crowded  the 
little  tables,  talking  wit  1  wild  gesticulations,  shouting, 
laughing,  and  sv.ging.  Gustav  moved  among  their,  deliberate. 
Balm,  sober,  helping  Brenner  eject  any  particularly  tough 
Bustomer.  Olenski  in  a  far  corner,  sucked  the  beer  from 
iis  ragged  mustaobed  and  squinted  with  small  evil  eyes. 

nIt»s  always  tough  on  Hog  bay,"  Jim  Nelson  told  J.D. 
forris,  as  an  old  half  breed,  with  tobacco  juice  and  beer 
:mnning  out  of  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  was  shoved  outside. 
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"Giti"  Brenner  panted.  "And  don’t  come  backl" 

J.D.  watched  silently  with  bleary  eyes  in  his 
white  scar  of  a  face.  Silting  near  the  door,  Pete 
Panachuk  roared  loudly  at  some  vile  joke.  Sven  Jensen  who 
sat  with  him,  flushed  a  deep  red,  sputtering,  "But  -  but 
will  you  take  her?  There’s  no  place  for  her  to  goS" 

Pete  pushed  his  greasy  cap  back  on  his  head  and 
tossed  off  a  glass  of  beer. 

"Sure,  Mr.  Chairman,"  he  replied,  his  black  eyes 
snapping.  "I  take  her.  he  got  ten  already  in  de  house,  and 
de  wife  getting  one  soon.  She  can  board  for  twenty  dollars 
de  mont,  and  cheap  at  de  price.  Can’t  let  de  teacher  of 
Tiger  Lily  School  board  wit  e  breed."  His  mouth  was  wet 
and  unpleasant.  "  Jees ,'  dere  ’s  Gustav’s  wife." 

Sven  blinked  with  his  innocent  look.  "Why  the  hell 
did  he  marry  her?" 

Pete  1  inked  knowingly.  "She  brought  good  business 
waitin,?  tobies.  Now  she’s  hooked,  she  can’t  walk  out  on 

him." 

The  men  watched  while  Folly  smiled  on  the  well- 
known  scene.  i*er  smJ  le  included  everyone,  but  ended  with 
groat  appeal  on  Jim  Nelson,  as  she  looked  for  a  place  to 
sit  down  beside  him* 

"Hello,  Boys,"  she  drawled .  Among  the  dark  unshaven 
faces,  hors  looked  fragile,  almost  beautiful. 
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A  vicious  snarl  r- ounded  abov  the  din  of  the  room. 

"Women  i"  shouted.  Olenski.  "it’s  always  de  women 
dat  make  de  trouble  l"  lie  got  up  from  his  place  in  the 
corner,  knocking  over  a  chair  as  he  did  so.  "Womenl"  He 
clenched  his  fists,  and  lurched  forward,  his  hat  falling 
off,  bringing  to  view  his  shaggy  head  with  its  tufts  of 
unkemtfc  black  hair.  Kelly’s  face  was  ghastly  under  her 
make-up.  She  seized  Jim’s  am,  whimpering  under  her 
breath.  T  lie  re  was  an  ominous  quiet.  The  men  stopped  their 
singing  and  talk  and  watched  with  drunken  interest.  Brenner 
touched  Olenski ’s  shoulder • 

" 0 ono  on.  Olenski,  you  better  go  home.f(  He  spoke 
ca  jolingly  as  though  to  a  child.  "Come  on,  old  nan,  we 
don* t  want  no  trouble  here." 

'’Go  on,  Zak,1'  Gustav  said  from  the  other  side  of 
the  room. 

Olenski  twisted  around  to  look  at  him-*  His  mouth 
was  frothing  ns  he  thundered  forth  a  stream  of  filth  and 

curses . 

"Zuk,"  Brenner  spoke  again. 

"He  ain’t  gonna  take  my  farm l  1*11  rip  -  his  -  guts  I 

The  bar  was  suddenly  In  an  upraor .  Everyone  crowded 
to  the  sidelines,  breaking  forth  into  oaths  in  many  lang¬ 
uages.  In  a  mad  rush,  Olenski  overturned  tables  and  cliairs, 
which' wont  down  with  wooden-sounding  thuds  and  the  cr^sh 
of  breaking  glasses.  Streams  of  beer  trickled  across  the 
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floor*  Jim  Nelson  pulled  Molly  outside®  Brenner  tried  to 
grab  Olenski  by  the  back  of  his  greasy  shirt.  Gustav 
moved  to  meet  the  oncoming  charge. 

"Look  out,  Gusi  He*s  got  a  knife i"  Brenner  cried, 
as  Olenski  raised  his  right  hand  menacingly,  and  a  long 
knife  blade  gleamed  through  the  haze. 

"i'll  slit  his  gutsl"^  he  cried. 

Gustav  seized  the  upraised  arm,  and  the  knife  went 
clattering  over  the  bare  boards .  The  men  were  both  big, 
though  Gus  was  by  far  the  stronger!  and  they  smashed  at 
each  other  with  hard,  sickening  blows.  Olenski  sobbed 
aloud,  cursing  frenziedly.  Gustav  landed  a  blow  in  the 
other  nan's  face  that  knocked  him  to  the  floor  where  he  lay, 
motionless . 

"Take  him  outside,"  the  big  Swede  said,  wiping  the 
sweat  from  his  face  with  the  back  of  his  hand. 

Some  of  the  men  carried  the  unconscious  man  from  the 
bar,  and  Molly  came  in,  looking  about  beseechingly. 

"Come  on,  let*s  have  another  drink i"  someone  shouted. 

The  men  crowded  to  the  chairs  again,  and  life  in  the 
beer  parlour  went  on  as  though  nothing  had  happened. 


5. 

Benjie  had  put  Poppy  into  the  wagon,  and  was  untying 
his  team  from  the  hitching  post,  when  he  saw  Isaiah  coming 
towards  them  on  horse -back,  superbly  at  ease  in  the  saddle. 
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straight  and  still.  Under  Ills  "black  hat,  his  hair  was 
plastered  wetly  to  his  head. 

"Get  through  haying?"  Isaiah  asked,  getting  down 

at  Benjie*s  side. 

"We  got  done .  Jack  Knife  borried  us  a  hay  rack  and 
rake  from  Sven  Jensen.  Thanks  for  the  use  of  your  mower." 

"Ttaatfs  all  right.  So  long  you  feed  Jay’s  horse  and 
Mother* s  team  through  the  winter." 

Benjie  lit  his  pipe. 

"Olenski  been  around  your  place?"  Isaiah  asked 

finally. 

"Ain’t  seen  him.  Why?" 

"He  alv/ays  got  the  hay.  For  five  years  he  fed  horses 
for  Gus  on  the  hay.”  The  dark -faced  man  stroked  Buck’s 

neck. 

"Gramp,  let’s  go  home,"  Poppy  said  from  the  wagon. 
Isaiah  looked  up  at  her,  his  face  softening.  "How 
you  going  to  send  her  to  school?'1  heaasked. 

Benjie  shrugged.  "I  got  the  lumber  here  to  build  a 
cutter  for  winter.  But  it’s  a  long  way  for  a  little  girl  to 
walk  right  now  when  we’re  so  busy." 

"She  could  go  with  Jay.  Buck’s  a  good  horse,  gaatle. 
"I’ll  talk  it  over  with  her  mother,  "  Benjie  said. 
"Lina  *11  want  to  take  her  the  first  day,  I  reckon.  Mighty 
nice  of  you." 


1 


70 


Isaiah  had  his  foot  in  the  stirrup*  "Gdt  to  go® 
Working  over  at  Jensen’s  e:  lie  rode  gracefully  off. 

"Am  I  going  to  school  with  Jay?"  Poppy  asked  her 
grandfather  as  he  climbed  into  the  wagon. 

"Could  he." 

"Will  Jack  Knife’s  kids  he  there?" 

"Freddie  and  Johnnie  will  be.  They’ll  stay  with  Joe 

Powderface 

The  child  hugged  herself  with  excitement ,  while  her 
grandfather  backed  the  horses  into  the  road.  Crossing 
directly  in  front  of  them  was  a  group  of  men,  carrying  a 
limp  form.  An  ugly  boy  of  hbout  fifteen  had  just  joined 

them. 

"Where’s  the  wallet?"  he  asked. 

"here."  One  of  the  men  gave  it  to  him.  The  boy 
stood  still,  looking  into  it,  not  seeing  the  coming  team,  so 
that  Benjie  shouted  to  him  in  alarm. 

"Not  a  damn  cent  lefti"  the  boy  cried,  jumping  to 
the  side  of  the  road. 

"Where’ll  we  put  him,  Mike?"  someone  asked. 

"There,"  With  a  dirty  thumb,  Mike  indicated  the 
wagon  nearest  them.  "Not  a  damn  cent  left  after  all  that 
work  with  them  hogsi1'  He  flung  the  wallet  after  his  father, 
and  went  to  untie  the  horses. 

"Can  you  handle  him.  Kid?",  asked  Brenner. 
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"Yeah,"  he  answered,  climbing  up* 

A  moan  came  from  the  wagon  box. 

"Oh  shut  upl"  the  boy  choked. 

CHAPTER  SIX 

1*11  drive  you  this  ti me,"  Lina  said.  "  I*  11  bo 
going  by  the  school  anyhow  on  my  way  to  town.  You  can  come 
home  with  Jay.  And  mind  you  put  on  your  coveralls  over 

that  dress  when  you  ride  the  horse . What»s  wrong.  Child? 

You  was  wild  to  be  starting  school  up  unto  this  morning." 

Poppy  hunched  herself  against  trie  breakfast  table 
before  her  untouched  toast  and  honey,  a  forlorn  little 
figure  in  spite  of  her  new  pink  dress  with  the  frills.  And 
though  her  thick  hair  was  brushed  till  it  shone  goldenly, 
her  eyes  were  dark  and  mouxmful.  She  gave  her  grandfather 
a  look  of  silent  appeal. 

"You* 11  like  school  real  well.  Honey,"  he  said  smiling. 

"Come  on.  Poppy,"  her  mother  urged.  "Eat  your  break¬ 
fast.  I»ve  *most  got  the  lunch  packed.  I»ve  put  in  some 
nice  little  tarts,  raspberry."  Lina  put  the  lid  on  the 
syrup  tin  which  was  to  serve  as  a  lunch-pail,  and  laid  it 
beside  the  gay  new  scribbler  and  red  pencii-box.  Then  she 
saw  that  the  tears  streamed  down  the  child *s  cheeks  as  she 
wept  silently  and  bitterly. 
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,f0h  Poppy,  don’t  cry, iC  she  pleaded.  "Mother  must  go 
out  and  harness  the  horses.  There’s  nothing  to  cry  about... 
...Daddy,  can’t  you  do  something  with  her?" 

As  soon  as  Lina  had  disappeared  outside,  Benjie  had 
the  little  girl  on  his  knee,  and  let  ter  sob  against  his 
shoulder. 

"It’s  going  to  be  all  right,  Sv/eet,*'  ha  murmured . 

"And  when  you  come  home,  you  can  tell  us  all  about  it...... 

And  Jay’ll  be  there.  I  bet  Jay  ain’t  cryin*". 

Poppy  hastily  swallowed  her  sobs.  "have  you  got  a 
hanky.  Or amp?" 

By  the  time  ter  mother  drove  up  from  the  barn,  she 
had  eaten  ter  breakfast  and,  much  subdued,  but1  composed, 
she  stood  in  tte  doorway  holding  her  belongings.  Benjie 
swung  her  up  on  to  the  wagon  seat  beside  her  mother,  and 
she  waved  to  him  until  the  wagon  rounded  a  corner  and  she 
could  no  longer  see  him.  Lina  struck  tte  dashboard  with 
the  lines. 

"C  »mon  Whiskyl  Get  going,  Ruml" 

In  the  beautiful  September  weather,  clear  and  hot, 
the  leaves  were  beginning  to  turn  on  either  side  of  the 
thickly  busted  trail.  Tte  smell  of  autumn  tanged  the  air. 
Along  the  rough  trail  with  its  great  rocks  and  stumps,  over 
rickety  bridges  and  broken  culverts,  the  wagon  rattled. 
Whisky  and  Rum,  sleek  after  a  summer  of  rich  pasture. 
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were  full  of  spirit,  Lina  I]© Id  the  horses  with  a  firm  hand, 
smiling  as  though  she  enjoyed  the  stubborn  struggle  be¬ 
tween  herself  and  them.  The  ehild  remained  silent,  sad, 
gazing  straight  ahead, 

"^oppy,"  Lina  said,  slowing  the  team  to  a  walk, 

"Yes." 

"Cimon  now,  buck  up.  No  cry-baby  stuff,  You*re  a 

big  girl  now.” 

"Yes.” 

Through  the  trees,  they  could  see  the  schoolhouse, 
hear  the  shouts  of  some  children  playing  ball.  The  horses 
pricked  up  their  ear3,  and  a  saddle  pony  in  the  yard 
answered  Rum*s  neighing, 

"Poppy. ..... ,0h  well,  you* 11  be  all  right.  Here  we' 

are 

They  s  topped  at  the  gate  where  a  group  of  little 
girls  with  shining  faces  and  crisply  starched  dressed  talked 
intimately  together.  Poppy  eyes!  them  with  hauteur,  jumping 
lightly  down  over  the  wheel. 

"Be  a  good,  girl,"  her  mother  cautioned,  handing  her 
the  coveralls.  ''Don»t  be  no  trouble  to  teacher.” 

Lina  whistled,  and  the  horsos  wore  off.  The  wagon 
disappeared  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  leaving  the  little  girl 
very  much  alone.  Clutching  her  lunch-pail  in  one  hand  and 
nor  scribbler,  pencil-box  and  rolled-up  coveralls  awkwardly 
under  the  other  arm,  she  moved  towards  the  girls  who  had  now 
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ceased  talking  and  were  all  staring  at  her,  A  smiling 
youngster,  her  brown  hair  cut  in  long  jagged  bangs ,  came 

up  beside  her, 

"Are  you  Lira.  Ashley’s  little  girl?" 

"Oh  Laura,  isn’t  she  cutei"  whispered  a  thin 
one  with  long  dark  braids  # 

Poppy  nodded  mutely  to  the  question, 

"What  *s  your  name?"  asked  the  girl  called  Laura, 
“Mary  Belle  Ashley." 

"How  old  are  you?" 

"Seven." 

"Ever  been  to  school  before?" 

"No." 

"You  better  be  careful  old  Goggle -Eyes  don’t  give 

you  the  strap." 

"lie  11,  don’t  scare  the  poor  kid,  Laura,"  the  girl 

with  the  braids  said. 

"Oh  shut  up,  Olgal"  Laura  replied  rudely,  tossing 
her  bangs.  The  others  giggled,  nudging  and  pushing  each 
other,  "is  that  a  new  pencil-box?"  Laura  went  on.  "Let’s 
see  it."  She  made  a  dive  for  it,  but  the  child  squirmed 
away,  almost  sobbing. 

"Babyl"  the  tormentor  spat  out.  "Keep  the  old 

thing  1" 

'  Just  then  a  ball  struck  the  ground  near  by  and 
rolled  to  the  gate.  A  boy  came  tearing  after  it,  swift  on 
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mocsasined  feet,  his  forelock  of  black  hair  standing  upright 
Poppy  cried  out  in  terror  and  relief:  f,Jayi  Jay|lf  Someone 
in  the  crowd  mimicked  her:  ”  J-a-y,  8 .  • » .  J-a»y.ff  The  lad 
stopped  dead,  taking  in  the  situation  with  a  swift  glance, 
his  eyes  Suddenly  wide  and  blazing.  There  was  a  silence, 

"Look,  Jay,  I  got  a  new  pencil-box,”  the  child  said. 
Jay  slowly  unclenched  his  fists,  and.  Poppy  smiled 
her  lovely  smile.  The  school  bell  rang. 

From  every  corner  of  the  yard,  and  from  the  barn 
and  from  the  trails  leading  to  the  school,  children  began 
running  towards  the  door  where  the  teacher  swung  the  bell 
in  her  hand.  Only  Poppy  and  Jay  stood  still,  the  little 
girl  frightened  and  uneasy,  the  boy  looking  down  at  her 
with  a  kind  of  tender  reassurance, 

"Come  on.  Poppy.”  He  put  a  hand  on  her  shoulder, 
"You* re  a  school  kid  now,” 

They  were  the  last  to  enter.  The  indefinable,  unfor 
gettablo  school  smell  engulfed  them.  At  the  back  of  the 
room,  youngsters  flung  caps  and  sweaters  on  to  nails,  piling 
their  lunch  pails  in  a  corner  by  the  unlighted  stove,  and 
scrambling  for  the  back  seats.  The  room  seemed  to  s  brink 
in  size,  holding  the  thirty  pupils,  many  of  them  big  boys, 
almost  like  men.  They  muttered  low  in  strange  accents, 
poked  and  shoved,  and  looked  sideways  at  the  teacher. 

Poppy  walked  slowly  into  this  new  world,  bewildered  but 
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fascinated.  She  also  glanced  at  the  teacher  who  replaced 
the  bell  on  her  own  home -made  table. 

"It*s  a  cow -be 11 1"  Poppy  whispered  to  Jay.  "A 
cow -be  11  on  a  stickiK  Be  suppressed  a  grin.  Across  the 
room,  Freddy  and  Johnny  Knife  waved  to  her.  Jay  put  her 
lunch  with  the  others  and  hung  up  his  own  cap. 

"You  stay  here  with  Johnny  Knife,"  he  suggested, 
"IIe»s  just  starting  too.  Teacher  will  look’  after  you.” 

Noisily,  the  pupils  filled  up  the  row  3  of  rough, 
home-made  seats  and  desks,  two  at  each  place.  From  Indian 
Slavic  and  Teutonic  faces,  thirty  pairs  of  ruthless  eyes 
fixed  themselves  upon  the  new  teacher.  They  saw  with 
brutal  honesty  her  plain  clothes,  her  homely  face,  her 
thick  straight  hair  pinned  into  an  untidy  bun.  Sullenly, 
they  regarded  the  blackboard,  covered  with  arithmetic  of 
varying  difficulty.  The  teacher  straightened  her  silver- 
rinred  glasses  as  she  called  tho  roll,  her  nimble  tongue 
struggling  valiantly  with  the  foreign  names. 

" . .Noils  Christiansen."  A  large  clumsy  red- 

haired  boy  at  the  back  lifted  a  hairy  hand.  ,r ..... .Eugene 

Dos jarlais ."  Shifty  black  oyes  confronted  her,  belonging 
to  a  loan  little  boy  who  could  never  sit  still.  Emil  Ek, 
when  called,  smiled  pleasantly.  His  hair  was  ash  blond 
and  curly,  his  cheeks  pink,  his  eyes  sky  blue.  Laura 
Peterson  grinned  and  said,  "Present",  tossing  her  long 
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bangs  with  a  characteristic  movement  and  sniff*  Freddy 
Knife  had  an  appealing  look  in  his  pinched  face,  with  his 
large  quivering  mouth  and  hungry  dark  ©yes.  Ole  Olafson 
shifted  uncomfortably  in  the  largest  seat  the  room  afforded. 
In  desperation  he  put  his  big  feet  out  into  the  aisle,  and 
ran  his  fingers  through  his  greasy  blond  "pomp" .  Mike 
Olenski  grunted  finally  when  his  neighbor  gave  him  a  sharp 
poke  and  told  him  that  his  name  had  been  said*  He  looked 
ugly  and  dirty,  his  brown  hair  having  a  dead  look  about  it. 
Felix,  Max,  Peter,  Olga  and  Zinnia  Panachuk  nodded  quick 
dark  heads  and  blinked  fast  their  darting  slanting  black 
eyes.  Bessie  Powderface,  a  coarse -looking  squaw-like  girl, 
paused  in  her  placid  chewing  to  say,  "Here'.  Kost 
Poduasauki  gave  a  beatific  smile.  Ilis  hair  was  black  and 
shining,  his  eyes  pale  blue  under  thick  black  lashes.  On 
down  the  list  the  teacher  pursued  through  the  noisy  rest¬ 
lessness  of  the  class.  " . ...Vic  Revere  ..... ./&nna 

Schmitt . Marie  Sctezanka . "  Finished  at  last, 

she  got  to  business. 

"Now  boys  and  girls,  I*m  Miss  Hughes,  I  hope  we»ll 
allb  e  friends."  There  was  not  much  friendliness  on  some 
of  the  faces.  "Do  as  much  of  this  arithmetic  as  you  can 
while  I  look  after  the  little  ones.  If  yo.i»re  good,  I *11 
read  you  a  story  after  recess, ’* 

The  older  pupils  oxc hanged  sly  winks  and  nods 
as  3 he  walked  smilingly  to  the  two  beginners  who  stood 
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rooted  to  the  spot  at  the  hack  of  the  room. 

J,An d  what  are  your  names,  children?" 

"Mary  Belle  Ashley,"  said  Poppy. 

The  other  child  hung  his  head  and  grunted.  Freddy 
whispered  something  loudly  in  Cree,  hut  the  little  hoy  only 
grinned,  showing  gaping  places  where  his  front  teeth  were 
missing. 

(,Hefs  Johnny  Knife,  my  brother,"  Freddy  spoke  up 
timidly.  All  heads  turned  towards  the  beginners. 

"There  are  two  places  in  that  little  front  desk  where 
you  can  sit."  The  teacher  pointed,  and  without  a  word, 
the  children  marched  sturdily  to  their  places  where  they 
sat  down  to  await  further  developments.  Poppy  looked 
about,  searching  among  the  rows  for  Jay.  She  found  him 
sitting  quite  near  her,  alone  in  the  double  desk,  intent 
upon  his  arithmetic.  Then  she  remembered  she  was  not  to 
sit  with  any  of  the  K  ife  children  because  they  all  had 
lice.  Gramp  had  told  her  not  to.  Very  quietly  she  went 
down  the  aisle  and  slipped  into  the  empty  place  beside  Jay. 

"hay  I  sharpen  my  pencil?"  asked  Mike  Olenski,  his 
eyes  gleaming  through  his  tousled  hair. 

"May  I  sharpen  mine?"  asked  Laura. 

too.  Me  too,"  spoke  up  other  voices. 

"One  at  a  tine,"  Miss  hughes  said  quietly,  as  she 
closed  the  door  and  hung  up  some  scattered  garments. 

"Then  how  the  heck  can  we  do  our  arithmetic?" 
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Hike  clattered  noisily  to  the  pencil -sharpener,  and 
on  the  way  hack,  struck  the  head  of  each  seated  pupil  in 
the  row  with  the  sharp  point.  At  the  confusion  of  out¬ 
raged  cries,  giggles,  and  talk,  the  new  teacher  said 
nothing  at  all.  She  walked  very  calmly  to  where  Mike  had 
sat  down,  and  catching  the  offender  by  the  shoulders,  gave 
him  such  a  shaking  that  his  dirty  shirt  was  practically 
pulled  off.  He  sat  gasping  with  amazement  with  no  ready 
sally  on  his  tongue,  while  an  awed  and  respectful  silence 
fell  over  the  whole  room* 

Jay  watched  these  proceedings  with  half -closed  eyes 
and  little  interest,  his  mind  on  a  partly-solved  problem. 

But  when  he  happened  to  look  at  Poppy,  he  saw  that  she  had 
gone  quite  white  with  fright. 

"l»ll  draw  you  a  picture,”  he  murmured.  Tearing  a 
double  sheet  froi  the  m  ddle  of  Ills  scribbler,  he  drew  the 
outline  of  a  dog.  The  little  girl  watched  with  absorbed 
interest.  He  shaded  In  tattered  ears  and  a  shaggy  coat. 

"it*  a  Gypsy t” 

"That»s  right."  A  light  seemed  to  have  turned  on 

behing  the  boy's  eyes.  "Look,  Ifll  write  it . ..That  says 

GYPSY." 

They  did  not  notice  until  too  late  the  teacher 
coming  up  the  aisle,  looking  over  the  scribblers. 

"You  shouldn * t  be  drawing;  you  should  be  doing  yoiir 
arithmetic,"  her  cold  voice  said.  "And  Mary  Belle  Ashley, 
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what  are  you  sitting  here  for?" 

Some  of  the  big  boys  in  the  back  seats  laughed. 

"I  am  doing  it.  Ifm  on  the  fourth  question.”  Jay 
showed  his  book  with  his  neat  figuring.  Poppy  was  shaking 

beside  him. 

”What9s  your  name?" 

"Jay  Baptiste."  He  lowered  his  eyes,  not  sulky  or 
defiant,  but  dignified  and  very  distant. 

"This  is  nicely  done."  Miss  Hughes  handed  back  the 
scribbler.  "But  Mary  Belle,  I  want  you  to  sit  up  at  the 
front  with  Johnny  so  that  I  can  teach  you  both  the  numbers 
one  to  ten." 

Poppy  sat  still  and  mute,  her  face  white  and  strained. 

"She's  soairt.1  Jay  had  his  ga£e  on  the  blackboard 
while  tb9  deep  colour  stained  his  olive  cheeks  as  a  loud 
stage  whisper  came  from  behind:  "Jay*s  got  a  girl." 

"Very  well  then,  she  may  stay  here,  as  long  as  you 
get  your  work  done.  Jay.-  The  teacher  bent  over  to  make 
some  large  figures  across  the  top  of  the  first  page  of 
Poppy's  sgriboier. 

The  morning  passed  swiftly  while  the  children  were 
being  tested  in  spelling,  geography,  and  reading.  Poppy 
spent  the  recess  standing  in  the  doorway  dividing  her 
attention  between  watching  the  older  boys  playing  ball,  and 
trying  to  get  up  courage  to  talk  to  Olga  who  cleaned  off 
the  boards  for  Teacher.  After  reces$,  Miss  Hughes  read  to 
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them  for  a  while  from  :'Tom  Sawyer"  until  Johnny  Knife ! s 
snores  interrupted  her  and  she  had  to  stop  and  shake  him 
awake  where  he  leaned  with  his  head  on  the  desk.  The 
school  fairly  shook  with  raucous  laughter.  By  eleven 
thirty,  the  sun  w  s  streaming  in  the  windows,  making  the 
room  unbearably  hot.  The  boys  who  had  played  ball  went 
more  and  more  often  to  the  pail  at  the  back  of  the  room 
where  they  fought  over  the  cup,  and  threw  water  on  each 
other.  It  was  a  difficult  morning.  The  teacher  let  them 
go  early  for  lunch. 

ttith  a  great  clatter  of  pails,  the  children  went 
off  in  little  groups.  The  bigger  girls  clung  to  Miss 
Hughes,  touching  her  hands,  her  watch,  her  hair,  gazing 
at  her  shyly  as  she  sat  at  her  table,  daintily  eating 
green  piokle  sandwiches.  Olga  put  her  arm  around  Poppy 
where  she  was  trying  to  getjher  pail,  being  shoved  and 
pushed  by  some  of  the  boys. 

"Letfs  eat  out:  lunch  UJider  tlie  trees,"  suggested 
Olga  as  they  went  outside.  Poppy  felt  suddenly  very 
hungry,  and  her  mouth  watered  for  tne  tarts.  She  struggled 
with  the  lid  of  her  pail,  but  as  it  spanged  Ijosq  and 
tinkled  to  the  ground,  her  lips  quivered  and  the  tears  came 
into  her  eyes. 

"Somebody  ate  my  lunchl  There's  just  the  crusts 
lefti"  her  voice  had  become  a  wail.  Some  of  the  others 
gathered  to  witness  the  emptiness  of  the  pail  with  its 
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litter  of  crusts  at  the  bottom* 

"You  can  have  my  cookie,”  Olga  whispered,  glaring 
back  at  hike  who  wastweaking  her  long  braids  *  "Cut  that 
out,  you  damn  piglt: 

"Never  mind.  Poppy,'1  said  Jay  behind  them.  "You  can 
have  some  of  my  lunch."  And  he  offered  her  a  piece  of 
soggy  bannock  spread  thickly  with  lard. 

Laura  snorted.  "The  breeds  always  steal  lunches. 

They  never  have  nothing  but  bannock."  She  gave  Jay  a 
meaning  look.  The  boy  flushed  with  anger. 

"Just  imagine,”  Mike  sneered,  "he  gets  a  girl  and 
then  eats  her  lunch.  Nice  goin*." 

"Hold  this."  Jay  put  his  food  into  the  hands  of 
Freddy  Knife.  His  own  fists  were  ready.  Mike  swallowed 
a  sandwich  he  had  just  stuffed  into  his  mouth,  and  set  down 
his  news  pa  per -wrapped,  jam-soaked  package. 

"Want  a  fight,  eh?  1*11  show  you,  you  dirty  thief 
of  a  half-breed l  You  and  your  old  Isaiah  stealing  my  Dad»s 
bay,  too.  1*11  smash  your  guti" 

,  Jay  was  only  twelve,  and  thin,  but  with  a  w iry  streng 

th.  Mike  was  all  of  fifteen,  heavy  and  clumsy,  pasty  faced 
and  pimpled.  He  backed  up  a  little,  moving  his  fists  slowly 
squinting  at  the  distance  between  them,  as  though  gauging  a 
blow;  and  then,  without  warning,  he  kicked  the  other  boy 
cruelly  on  the  shin  with  the  tow  of  his  thick-soled  boot. 
For  a  moment  Jay  doubled  up  with  the  unexpected  pain,  and 
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then  swiftly  he  smaslsed  into  Mike  * s  face  with  hard  brown 
knuckles.  Poppy  looked  on  with  tears ,  but  Olga,  with 
sharp  snapping  eyes,  ran  to  tell  Teacher*  The  others 
shouted  hoarse  encouragements,  according  to  their  loyalties 

"Come  on.  Paleface  I  Lick  the  Redskin!" 

"Atta  boy.  Jay l  Bake  his  nose  bleed!" 

By  the  time  Miss  Hughes  came  to  stop  the  unequal 
battle.  Jay  was  rolling  over  and  over  in  the  dust  with  a 
blackening  ©ye  and  a  swollen  lip,  while  Mile  held  a 
filthy  rag  to  his  own  bleeding  nose.  Most  of  the  others 
quickly  scattered, 

"You  two  boys  must  eat  your  lunches  in  the  school - 
house  for  a  week,"  the  teacher  told  thou  .  "I  won*t  have 
this  fighting."  She  led  Mike  away  to  stop  the  -gushing 
blood.  Jay  got  up  giddily  arid,  poked  Freddy. 

! '  W  he  re  *  s  my  lunch  ? " 

Freddy  swallowed  hard,  looked  at  the  ground,  at  hie 
brother  Johnny,  and  at  Olga  and  Poppy  who  stood  around. 

"bid  you  eat  it?"  The  husky  voice  was  very  sad,  but 
not  unkind. 

Freddy *s  large  mouth  quivered. 

"Every  bit  of  it?" 

"I  was  so  hungry."  He  could  only  whisper  it, 
tragically,  his  whole  face  pleading. 

The  recent  warrior  rubbed  his  shin.  "Next  time 
you  go fc  no  grub  at  home,  don!t  cor,©  to  school.  It  makes 
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you  too  hungry . " 

"We  wanted  to  see  the  new  teacher  •  n  The  two 
Knife  boys  were  ditto  aarks  of  hang -dog  abjection* 

Jay  grinned  crookedly  with  his  swollen  lips. 
rI Where *s  the  ball?  Let  *s  knock  out  files."  lie  limped  off 
with  Johnny  at  his  heels  while  Freddy  searched  among  the 
tall  grass  for  the  ball  and  bat  which  he  had  secreted 
there  against  the  tyranny  of  the  older  boys*  Olga  dried 
the  little  girl’s  tears* 

"Coma  on,  Mary  Belle,  you  can  have  some  of  my  sand¬ 
wiches." 

Poppy  put  the  lid  back  on  her  pail  and  composed 
herself  bravely.  r,Bo/f  she  said*  ”l  ain’t  hungry.  Let’s 
sit  on  the  swings." 

“Jay  is  sure  a  nice  boy,"  Olga  declared,  taking 
her  hand.  “He’s  the  nicest  boy  in  this  here  school." 

Poppy  swung  to  and  fro  on  L he  creaking  swing, 
feeling  somehow  very  comforted,  bearing  her  hunger  like  a 
martyr.  Having  eaten  her  fill,  Olga  swung  high,  her 
braids  i lying. 

"You’ll  have  to  come  and  stay  over  night  with -vie 
some  time  Mary  Bell©.*  Olga’s  voice  was  now  far,  now 
near.  "We  always  got  good  grub  now  Teacher  lives  with  us. 

Poppy  stopped  swinging  and  leaned  her  head  against 
the  rope,  feeling  sick.  “School’s  0.11.  Olga.  1  like  it 
fine." 
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At  three  thirty  they  were  all  dismissed*  going  off 
shouting  on  horse -hack  or  on  foot*  She  put  on  her 
coveralls  over  her  dress,  and  climbing  on  the  gate,  got  on 
Buckfs  back  behind  Jay,  holding  in  her  hand  her  empty 
pall  and  a  treasured  drawing  of  a  yellow  chicken  to  show 
Gramp*  Mike  passed  them,  cutting  off  on  foot  through  the 
bu£h,  his  nose  red  and  swollen  in  his  white  face* 

”just  you  wait,  you  dirty  breed  I ”  he  shouted  from 
a  safe  distance.  "We’ll  get  back  at  you.  Next  year  there 
won’t  be  no  hay  for  nobody.  Just  you  waits" 

But  the  children  seemed  not  to  hear  as  Buck  dawdled 
off,  nipping  occasionally  at  a  tempting  bush.  The  after¬ 
noon  was  hot  and  clear  and  windless.  Poppy  soon  felt  the 
horse  sweat  soaking  through  to  her  legs,  irritating, 
itching* 

"Like  the  teacher?”  the  boy  asked,  rattling  his 
pail  at  Buck’s  ear. 

”¥es,  I  think  so.” 

"She’s  good,"  Jay  had  a  judicious  air.  "She’ll 
step  on  old  Mike.  We  never  had  a  woman  before,  but  she’ll 
do ..... • .Look  Poppy i  G hoke -cherries l  Want  s ome  ?" 

Ahead  of  them  a  bush  loaded  with  ripe  purple 
berries  leaned  into  the  road.  The  children  slipped  to  th© 
ground,  where  they  were  soon  feeding  hungrily,  while  Buck 
wandered  off  to  a  patch  of  green  grass.  After  a  time. 
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Poppy  took  off  her  shoes  and  socks,  wriggling  her  toes 
delightedly  in  the  warm  grey  dust* 

"You  better  put  your  shoes  on  again,"  The  hoy  lay 
flat  on  his  stomach,  d^ipjjlng  his  bead  into  the  creek,  and 
s linking  himself  off  like  a  puppy.  He  helped  ter  scrub  the 
berry  juice  off  her  face,  and  then  heaved  her  up  on  the 
pony*s  back,  jumping  on  himself  afterwards  while  they  both 
shrieked  with  laughter.  Poppy® s  mouth  was  all  puckered  and 
queer,  and  she  felt  a  little  dizzy,  but  very  happ  y.  School 
was  going  to  be  all  right.  Then  she  remerdbered.  She  wanted 
to  get  home  to  show  Gramp  her  picture. 

CHAPTER  SEVEN 

Lina  stood  in  front  of  a  little  crocked  mirror, 
tidying  her  heavy  hair.  The  light  of  the  jam-can  oil  lamp 
revealed  the  room  under  the  sloping  roof:  the  rickety  bed, 
a  wash-stand  cut  roughly  from  logs,  shelves  covered  by  a 
faded  curtain.  A  curtain  also  3orved  as  a  door,  and  at  one 
side.  Poppy* s  head  appeared. 

"Will  you  tie  my  bow?"  With  big  wondering  eyes,  she 
surveyed  this  unfamiliar  Lina  in  ter  polished  shoes,  decent 
black  dress,  and  pretty  brooch,  her  hair  smoothed,  her  face 
unharried  and  softened  in  the  warm  light. 

"Ready  yet?"  Benjie  asked,  coming  Into  the  kitchen 
from  outside.  "Team*s  waltin*  „fr 
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"Put  on  your  things.  Child." 

The  little  girl  danced  up  and  down,  bouncing  her 
frills  ,  laughing  while  Benjie  went  after  her  vvrith  her  hated 
red  reefer*  Lina  blew  out  the  light  in  the  bedroom  and 
came  out  with  a  flour-sack  dish  towel  which  she  folded 
around  her  chocolate  cake  in  its  large  tin* 

"It’ll  be  crowded,  huh?"  she  asked. 

"You  bet."  Tli©  old  man  helped  Poppy  put  her  frills 
carefully  into  the  coat  sleeves*  "And  I  hope  they  leave 
their  moonshine  at  home  so  Sven  don’t  have  to  get  tough  with 
them."  He  looked  about,  found  his  fiddle  and  bat,  lowered ■'fc 
the  wick  in  the  lamp  on  the  table.  "Come  on,  gang." 

Blowing  out  the  flame,  he  led  the  way  outside  where  Whisky 
and  Rum  tossed  their  heads  by  the  fence.  "Gonna  rain,'1  he 
remarked,  sniffing  the  air,  and  glancing  up  at  the  starless 
sky.  "We  better  bring  the  tarp  along." 

The  woman  lifted  Poppy  into  the  wagon  box,  handing 
up  the  cake  carefully* 

"Let  me  drive,"  the  little  girl  demanded  when  Benjie 
flung  in  the  canvass  and  settled  the  violin  case  from  the 
wheel*  When  he  had  climbed  in,  he  let  her  hold  the  lines 
in  front  of  his  hands. 

As  they  lurched  steadily  on  over  rocks  that  stuck 
up  in  the  ruts,  or  rumbled  over  the  smoother  stretches,  Lina 
leaned  against  the  wagon  box,  breathing  deeply  the  cool 
night  air  with  its  damp  earthy  scent. 
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UB©  nice  to  have  a  little  visit  with  the  neighbors," 
she  remarked,  "Didn’t  have  time  to  get  acquainted  much  yet.” 

”hikely  Olenski’ll  be  there,”  Benji©  warned.  "He’s 
still  mad  about  the  hay.” 

”Too  bad  about  him!” 

"Well,  I  reckon  Vie  always  counted  on  it,  Lina.” 

”l  got  to  count  on  something  too . Had  enough  of 

seeing  cows  dying. ... .feeding  horses  putrid  old  straw,.....” 

”The  stock’s  lookin’  good,  I  must  say." 

"You  must  say  them  two  big  stacks  sure  look  good.” 

Light  shone  brightly  from  the  school  windows;  and  as 
they  neared  the  yard,  into  the  quiet  evening  came  sounds  of 
many  voices,  and  laughter,  the  roar  of  wheels,  the  chink 
of  harness.  A  lantern  blinked  welcomingly  at  the  barn  door, 
and  men  shouted  friendly  greetings  to  each  other  a  s  they 
stabled  the  horses.  Benjie  began  to  unhitch  by  the  barn, 
when  the  team  ahead  balked.  A  man  came  out,  cursing  wildly, 
brandishing  a  pitch-fork. 

"Git  in  thoro.*  Git  goin’i' 

He  raised  the  pitch-fork  again  and  again.  One  of 
the  horses  reared,  knocking  off  the  flimsy  door;  the  other 
floundered  painfully.  Men  swore,  and  heavy  hoofs  stamped. 
Young  Mike  Olenski  suddenly  appeared,  got  hold  of  the 
excited  team  and  led  them  quietly  into  the  barn. 

" lamed  his  horse,” 


Benjie  muttered. 
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"Olenski,"  whispered  Lina*  "Pull  of  moonshine." 

"Think  1*11  tie  Whisky  and  Rum  outside.  The  re®  s  a 
clear  space  over  there.  1*11  bring  down  some  feed,  and 
they*ll  stand  quiet."  The  old  man  ehirrupped  to  his  horses . 

"Come  on.  Poppy,  we® 11  go  in."  Lina  had  her  cake 
ready,  and  took  the  little  girl  by  the  hand. 

A  good  crowd  of  many  nationalities  had  already 
gathered,  every  face  sharply  etched  under  tbs  glare  of  the 
ga3  lamps.  Young  women  with  babies.  Old  women,  wrinkled 
and  dirty;  and  young  girls  plastered  with  lipstick,  bashful. 
The  men  dumped  too  school  desks  out  of  an  open  window,  and 
set  up  benches,  boards  stretched  between  empty  nail  kegs. 
Here,  babies  suckled  brown  breasts,  and  children  dozed.  The 
men  far  out -numbered  the  women,  swaggering  or  aloof  and  shy, 
dark,  ugly  faces  among  blond  Teuton  types.  They  spoke  to 
each  other  in  their  own  languages,  or  in  broken  English. 

More  people  kept  appearing,  pushing  their  way  in,  crowding 
the  small  low-roofed  schoo'lhouse.  A  fire  burned  in  the 
rusty  stove,  on  which  a  huge  pot  of  water  had  been  set  to 
boil  for  coffee.  In  spite  of  the  open  windows,  the  heat  of 
the  room  was  stifling. 

Lina  took  her  cake  to  Mrs.  Olenski  who  piled  up  the 
food  at  the  leacher*s  desk  at  one  side.  She  was  a  tiny 
woman,  enve loped  in  a  huge  old  coat  and  poke  bonnet,  out 
of  which  her  peaked  little  face  with  its  red -rimmed  eyes 
peered  curiously.  Mrs.  Powderface,  a  huge  squaw  dressed  in 
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a  black-fringed  shawl  stood  nearby,  looking  hungrily  at  the 
piles  of  cakes  and  the  mounds  of  sandwiches.  Her  black 
hair  hung  in  braids  to  her  waist;  she  carried  her  bulk  with 
a  grace  that  a  white  woman  would  envy.  She  grinned  widely 
at  Poppy,  and  the  little  girl  smiled  back,  holding  tightly 
to  her  mothers  hand. 

Lina  turned  towards  a  be  ch  where  the  teacher  sat, 
looking  very  prim. 

"Pleased  to  meet  you,  MiS3  Hughes,  I*m  Mrs. Ashley.’ 

"Mary  Belief  mother?  How  do  you  do?"  Nervously, 
sloe  touched  some  interesting  glass  cherries  pinned  at  the 
throat  of  her  white  silk  blouse.  She  had  curled  her  hair  too. 
Poppy  noticed,  and  tied  it  with  a  ribbon.  Her  little  hand 
went  unconsciously  to  the  bow  on  the  side  of  her  own  head. 

" ?uite  a  crowd,  isn't  it?"  The  teacher's  eyes 
strayed  across  the  room  to  where  Sven  Jensen,  in  his  best 
Catalogue  suit,  his  face  pink  and  shining,  his  butter- 
coloured  hair  carefully  brushed,  argued  with  Pete  Panachuk, 
The  hub -bub  drowned  their  voices. 

"Mrs.  Ashley  I  You  come  to  de  dance?"  Mrs. 

Panachuk  cried,  swooping  down  upon  them,  swiftly,  for  all 
her  size.  "You  meet  Miss  Hughes?5'  She  tucked  some  frizzled 
pieces  of  hair  under  a  gi*een  beret  as  she  spoke.  Lina 
secretly  admired  the  fine  cross-stitch,  embroidery  on  the 
high  neck  of  Mrs.  Panachuk* s  blouse  under  her  blue  coat. 
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"Teacher,  you  come  wit  me,  and  I  introduce  you...,*." 

And  at  last,  Benjie  and  Isaiah,  holding  high  their 
violins,  threaded  their  way  through  the  noisy  room,  and 
sat  down  on  an  improvised  platform  at  the  front*  There,  a 
third  man  joined  them,  holding  a  guitar,  a  hunch-backed 
fellow  with  a  swarthy  face  under  his  black  hair*  After  a 
preliminary  plucking  of  strings,  the  tune  of:  "The  V'est, 

A  Hast,  And  You"  wailed  from  the  fiddles.  Pete  Panachuk 
managed  the  crowd,  pushing  them  tack  to  the  doorway,  the 
window-ledges,  the  benches,  clearing  a  small  space  for 
dancing*  Bill  Manydogs  boomed  forth:  "Get  your  pardners 
for  a  waltz and  couples  began  getting  up  to  dance. 
Stumbling  on  the  rough,  uneven  floor,  singing  lustily  7/ith 
the  music. 

Poppy  hung  her  coat  on  a  nail  beside  Lin’s  and 
smoot bed  down  her  frills.  By  the  stove,  Mrs*  Panachuk 
struggled  alone  with  a  large  carton  of  heavy  china  cups. 
Lina  touched  the  child  on  the  shoulder. 

"You  sit  down  and  keep  out  of  the  way.  I  got  to 
he lp  Mrs .  Pa  nachuk • 5 ' 

After  standing  quietly  against  the  wall  for  a  few 
minutes,  toe  little  girl  wormed  her  way  along  a  bench, 
pushing  past  other  children  who  sprawled  on  the  floor,  or 
amused  themselves  trying  to  trip  the  dancers.  She  found 
herself  at  last  at . the  front,  where  she  crawled  up  beside 
Benjie*  The  musicians  paused  while  the  dancers  circled  the 
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floor,  clapping  loudly,  callings  "Morel"  Th©  banjo 
player  loolced  down  at  th©  child  with  sad  grey  eyes  in  his 
Indian  face,  handing  her  a  stick  of  gum  from  his  pocket ® 

Poppy  took  th©  proffered  gift,  favoring  him  with  her  smile,, 
Benjie  prodded  Sven  on  the  shoulder  with  his  bow 
as  lie  passed* 

" How » s  Olenski  doin'?” 

"Snoring  over  by  the  door*  Mite's  looking  after  him”’ 

The  music  started  up  again*  Poppy  sat  hugging  her 

.  •• 

knees  and  chewing  her  gum,  enjoying  the  horsy  smell  of  the 

. 

men,  and  the  fragrance  of  their  tobacco,  and  the  quick 
movements  of  their  fingers.  Johnny  Knife  came  by  and  tagged 
her,  darting  away  to  start  a  gams  with  her*  She  would  have 
followed,  but  Benjie  stopped  fiddling  and  caught  her  by  the 

shoulder  • 

"The  kid's  got  a  lou.se  in  his  hair  prit  near  the 
size  a  kernal  of  wheat.  You  stay,  put,  little  girl." 

At  last  she  saw  Jay  dancing  a  jig  near  on©  of  the 
benches  at  the  side,  while  his  old  grandmother  was  watching 
him  delightedly.  Poppy  scrambled  down  from  her  place, 

I 

making  her  way  through  the  crowd  towards  him.  She  touched 
him  shyly  on  the  sleeve. 

"Teach  me." 

•  I 

"You  want  to  learn  to  dance?"  the  boy  asked.  He 
had  stopped  jigging,  and  laughed  with  sheer  joy.  "Come  on, 
Poppy.  Like  this."  She  skipped  about  in  wild  imitation 
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her  ruffles  bouncing,  her  gold  hair  flying*  while  couples 
crowded  and  stumbled  beside  them. 

Mrs.  P&nachu3f  measured  out  coffee  into  the  boiling 

water, 

"Your  little.  Poppy*  she  dance  too/8  she  told  Lina. 
"  Jay*  he  is  good,  good.'8 

Lina  glanced  across  at  the  children. 
f,He*s  a  breed.  Good  little  worker  in  the  hayfield, 
though.18 

’’You  got  lotsa  hay,  Mrs.  Ashley,  ye  s  ?  " 

"Enough." 

T8Ajook,  look,  Mrs.  Ashley.  Teacher,  she  dance  with 
Sven  again." 

"She*s  a  good  enough  teacher,  I  guess,"  Lina 

remarked . 

"Yes,  yes.  Mike  Olenski,  she  tear  de  shirt  right 
off.  De  kids  doy  tell  me." 

"Get  your  pap&ners  for  a  two-stepl"  Bill  Kanydogs 
bellowed.  "  Pardners  for  a  two-stepl" 

"Mrs.  Ashley,  can  I  have  this  dance?  You  are  Mrs. 
Ashley  aren»t  you?'r 

Lina  was  taken  by  surprise,  and  Sven  Jensen  had  her 
arm  before  she  could  protest.  Mrs*  Panachuk  laughed  after 
them. 

"I  he  r  you  got  the  hay  by  Lily  Lake,"  Svon 
remarked  with  admiration  in  his  tone,  as  he  guided  her 


94 


skilfully  about  ttyk  densely  packed  dance  floor . 

I 

I 

She  smiled,  looking  into  his  fine  clean  face*  "News 
sure  does  travel." 

"I  thought  I  better  tell  you  something 9,f  lie  became 
grave  as  they  paused  to  let  &  wildly  dancing  pair  pass 
them.  "You  better  watch  that  Isaiah  Waters  don’t  steal 
your  hay  to  feed  his  horses.  lie  done  that  every  year  on 
Olenski."  They  danced  on.  "Isaiah’s  a  tough  customer. K 

"I’ve  made  a  deal  with  Isaiah." 

They  linked  arms  and  circled  the  floor,  clapping 
with  the  others  who  were  shouting,  “Morel  Morel" 

"You’re  doing  all  right!" 

The  music  started  up  again,  \fter  the  second  round. 
Bill  Manydogs  called,  "Tag!  Everybody  tftgl"  in  a 

thunderous  voice. 

"By  the  way,  oven  began.  Pete  Paiiacta.uk  slapped 
his  shoulder,  winking  knowingly  at  him.  But  when  Lina 
had  danced  a  few  steps  with  Pete,  and  he  would  have  made 
some  remark,  Sven  tagged  her  back,  and  danced  with  her 
swiftly  to  the  other  side  of  the  room. 

"What  I  was  going  to  say,"  he  went  on,  "is  that  I 
need  a  cook  real  bad  on  my  threshing  outfit.  I  had  a 
man,  and  he  broke  his  leg  yesterday.  Fell  out  of  the 
hayloft.  I  can’t  get  a  cook  nowhere .  What  about  you?" 

They  stopped  dancing  and  went  over  to  the  sidelines 
where  they  leaned  against  a  wall.  Lina  folded  her  arms. 
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Her  foot  beat  time  to  the  wild  music. 

'’Well,  I  got  a  little  field  of  wheat  of  my  own 
that  *s  got  to  be  harvested  some  way.  I  got  to  have  flour 

for  the  winter.” 

"i’ll  guarantee  it  gets  done.  ”l*ra  paying  five  bucks 

a  day.” 

Isaiah  scratched  the  strings  on  his  fiddle  with  the 
bow,  making  a  wild  discord,  silencing  the  music.  Couples 
broke  up,  looking  for  new  partners. 

”1*11  do  it,:'  Lina  said  calmly.  "As  soon  as  this-  rain 
gets  over.  I’ll  have  to  fix  things  at  home.  ButffLl  come.” 

"it’s  a  bargain.”  Sven  grinned  at  her,  and  then 
wont  off  to  say  something  to  Bill  Kanydogs . 

"nice  boy  friend  you  got,  '  Krs.  Panachuk  snickered 
from  beside  the  stove. 

"Very,  '  Lina  agreed  amiably.  'How’s  the  coffee 
coming?” 

Presently  Bill  announced  the  supper  waltz  and  the 
women  looked  after  toe  food  so  that  the  young  folks  could 
have  supper  partners  and  enjoy  themselves.  Panachuk  passed 
Benjie’s  old  hat  around  while  everyone  drank  coffee,  a  cup 
between  two. 

"Olenski,  wake  upi,;  Panachuk  plodded  the  snoring 
figure.  "Time  to  pay!"  Mike  stepped  up  in  front  of  his 
father,  scowling  down  at  him.  Mrs.  Olenski  moved  over  beside 
her  husband,  and  sitting  down  on  a  box,  said  something  to 
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him  in  their  own  language.  The  music  started  up  again  now, 
and  people  getting  to  their  feet,  fell  against  the  two 

figures  . 

"Two  more  couples  1"  Bill  shouted  as  he  arranged 

sets  for  a  square  dance. 

The  music  became  quick  and  wild.  Dust  rose  up  out 
of  the  floor  from  the  pounding  feet.  Bill’s  deep  voice 

called  against  the  dins  "Promenade i » . Give^her  a  swing! 

Swing  your  parnder! ........ .Down  the  centre,  cut  off  two  l53 

.....Round  and  roundthe  dusty  little  room,  the  couples 

swung,  eyes  following  them  from  all  sides.  The  watchers 
pressed  back  against  the  wall  to  escape  the  flying  feet. 

Lina  pulled  a  great  tub  of  cups  out  of  the  way,  and 
set  them  down  behind  the  stove.  Olenski  stared  at  her 
intently •  Then  he  vet  his  mouth  from  something  in  a  strong- 
smelling  bottle  wl:  o  had  hidden  in  his  ragged  sweater. 

Krs •  Tanachuk  pushed  a r  way  through  the  dancers,  holding 
Benjie  *a  hat  in  her  hands. 

"ho  cake,  no  sandwich  left!"  she  exclaimed 
jub  i  la  nt  ly .  "Let’s  c  cunt  de  mo ne  y .  0 ve r  de re  on  de  be  nc  h  l " 
Lina  wiped  her  ha:  n  a  dish-towel  and  followed  lire. 

Panachuk.  Olenski  lay  down  again,  his  wife  and  kike  watching 
over  him  on  either  side. 

After  they  had  counted  the  money,  Lina  tied  it  up  in 
to  a  large  red  handkerchief • 
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"That* 11  pay  the  orchestra  and  five  bucks  towards 
the  Christmas  Tree,1’  she  declared,  "Some  of  these  guys 
went  outside  when  the  hat  was  going  round,  I  see  they’re 

back  now," 

"Look,  dere’s  Sven  and  de  teacher ,  "  Sirs.  Panachuk 
whispered  behind  her  hand,  giving  Lina  a  very  apparent 

nudge • 

Lina  looked  about  anxiously  for  Poppy,  spying  her 
at  last  up  on  the  platform  with  her  head  on  Benjie’s  knee, 
Sound  asleep,  probably.  It  was  getting  light  now,  and 
through  the  windows,  she  could  see  fat  squaws  swinging  on 
the  children’s  swings,  while  tall  half  breeds  slid  down 
the  ropes,  shouting.  She  dozed  a  little  there  on  the 
bench,  amid  the  dancing  and  the  confusion,  coming  to  with 
a  start  as  Benjle  began  the  time  of  "Home  Sweet  Home", 

The  dance  broke  up  in  short  order. 

The  men  t!:  outside  to  k moss  their  teams,  while  trte- 
the  women  searched  for  cake -t i ns ,  and  gathered  in  little 
groups,  talking.  Olenski  still  slept.  Lina  shook  Poppy 
half  awake  and  put  her  into  her  coat.  Like  came  in  and 
spoke  tc  Ms  father,  and  Mrs .  Clenski  talked  loudly  in 
Ukrainian,  shaking  her  husband  by  the  arm.  He  lifted  his 
head  at  last,  and  got  up,  staggering  about, 

MI»m  going  to  Bridge ville  to-day,"  he  shouted  to 
Panachuk  who  came  in  to  collect  his  family.  "Yup,  to 
Bridge vi lie  -lle  looked  about,  vacantly. 
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Benjie  case  in  for  his  hat  and  his  fiddle,  and 
Lina  picked  up  her  sleeping  child.  Miss  Hughes  waved  to 
Sven  who  was  taking  down  the  gas  lamps,  Mike  had  his 
father  by  the  arm,  escorting  him  rather  urgently  to  the 
wagon.  Outside,  a  light  rain  was  falling.  In  the  misty 
greyness,  teams  and  wagons  jogged  homewards  on  the  winding 
bush  trails . 

r,That  was  a  real  nice  dance,*'  Lina  said  as  they 
stopped  at  their  own  door.  ,!I  &on»t  feel  tired  at  all." 
She  carried  Poppy  into  the  house  and  deposited  her  on  the 
bed  in  the  kitchen.  When  Benjie  came  in  after  having  put 
the  team  away,  he  found  Lina  putting  on  her  overalls  and 
slicker,  and  a  scarf  on  her  head. 

"  ft  he  re  you  go  in’,  Lina  ?  " 

A  uay!s  journey,"  she  replied,  the  light  of  adven¬ 
ture  in  her  eyes.  ” I  won1!  be  back  till  late.rt  She  put 
a  package  oi  sandwic  ies  in  her  pocket,  and  without  waiting 
for  him  to  answer,  went  outside. 

Le  found  nr  saddling  rue  on  at  the  pasture  gate. 

" ft  he re  yo  u  go in 1 ,  Li na  ? " 

S he  c iaiok le d ,  s  1  i  pp ing  t he  br idle  over  t  he  mare  *  s 

head. . 

"To  Bridge ville 

"Why  to  Bridge vi lie?" 

Li  na  u  ,'u'v  w  t  b  la  ike  t  a  nd  s  add  le  on  >u©  en*s  back. 
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"That^  where  Olenski's  flggering  to  go*  Only 
his  horse  is  lame,  and  he»s  dead  drunk,  and  it*s  raining." 

Benjie  tightened  the  cinch  for  her. 

"What  would  Olenski  want  in  Bridge ville  ?,J 

,fHe*s  after  the  hay -land,  1*11  bet  my  bottom  dollar.” 
Lina  laughed,  throwing  the  reins  about  the  horse *s  neck® 

"He*s  flggering  to  cancel  the  claim  on  that  land,  I  figger* 
Well,  1*11  get  there  first.  My  tracks  will  wash  out  in  the 
rain,  and  no  one  will  know  I  went." 

"Get  your  horse  some  feed  at  Bridge  ville, 11  h© 
warned  her. 

Butting  her  foot  in  the  stirrup,  she  heaved  herself 
ip,  waving  to  him  as  Queen  went  off  at  a  brave  trot.  The 
3ky  was  darkeneing  with  he  vy  clouds.  Grey  rain  slanted 
down  through  the  needles  of  the  spruce  trees.  Soon  the 
rhythm  of  -iueen!s  aoofs  died  away,  leaving  a  silence  broken 
only  by  the  gentle  sound  of  falling  rain.  Benjie  shrugged 
and  spat,  going  wearily  towards  the  house* 

CHAPTER  EIGHT 

"Ye a,  wl....iter,s  coining  fast,"  Tudor  Folkes  said. 

He  opened  the  hffater  to  put  in  a  green  poplar  log  and  two 
!  pruce  logs.  The  orange  flames  licked  eagerly  at  the  wood 
c,3  he  j8.mn.ed  down  the  lid.  " I  lose  a  good  deal  of  my  boot 
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trade  in  the  winter.  Nearly  everyone  goes  into  moccasins 
as  soon  as  the  snow  flies.” 

"What  do  you  do  then?"  Benjie  asked.  He  was 
baking  himself  by  the  heater,  his  cheeks  like  two  red 
apples . 

"Oh,  I  don>t  worry  about  it  too  much.  I’ve  got 
some  land  in  England,  you  know.  And  then  I  usually  get 
some  marriages  and  murders  to  handle."  he  grinned,  reaching 
for  hi3  pipe.  ,fAnd  I’ve  got  my  luxury  trade.  Look,  1*11 
show  you."  Limping  across  the  room,  lie  took  down  a  wide 
leather  riding  belt  hanging  on  the  wall  by  the  window. 

He  put  it  into  Benjie* a  hands. 

"Ain’t  that  something!"  the  old  man  exclaimed, 
admiring  the  beautiful  pattern  tooled  into  the  fine  leather. 

Tudor  lit  his  pipe • 

"how  some  poor  devil  of  a  breed  will  start  saving 
ala  money,  and  coming  in  hero  to  se:  if  the  thing  is  sold 
yet,  and  coming  back,  and  asking  for  credit.  And  finally 
he1 11  get  the  belt,  and  have  to  tighten  it  because  there 
won’t  be  anything  in  his  insides  but  wind  pudding.  Vile 
trade  x  nave,  whatv’“  He  carefully  hung  his  treasure  on 

'  r  t 

the  wail  again.  "Obadlah  Powderface  has  been  gazing  at 
this  thing  for  three  weeks  already.  1 *  /©  got  the  cuffs 
to  match  it  too."  Tudor  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  table, 
lit;  nis  pipe  again,  flinging  the  burnt -out  match  to  the 
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floor  under  the  heater® 

Benjie  tilted  hack  on  the  chair,  mking  its  old 
legs  groan  dangerously,  "Well  sir,  t  is  is  the  first  time 
I  ever  heard  tell  of  Lina  ¥/ishin*  winter  ud  come  on  the 
run,  She*s  waitin*  for  them  roads  to  block  up  with 
drifts  high  to  the  horses*  bellies." 

"How  much  more  time  has  Gus?"  Tudor  asked,  looking 
thoughtfully  across  the  room  through  the  pipe  smoke, 

"Well  now,"  Benjie  began,  settling  his  old  fur  hat 
more  comfortably,  "she  cancelled  the  claim  first  ?/eek  in 
September,  and  they  give  him  ninety  days  from  then  to  do 
somethin*  on  that  land.  If  he  doesn*t  do  nothin*,  she*s 
got  thirty  more  days  to  file  the  clai'n  at  Bridgeville, 
and  the  Iand*g  hers." 

"Why,  it *s  as  thrilling  as  those  Western  shows 
they  have  at  Bridgeville,"  Tudor  laughed,  ruffling  his 
shaggy  curls.  "The  villain  of  the  piece  has  less  than 

a  month  left . And  he  lias  so  many  irons  in  the  fire. 

So  much  land  all  over  the  country.11 

Benjie  lifted  the  lid  of  the  heater,  knocking  his 
pipe  gently  on  the  nickel,  blinking  against  the  heat, 

"Lina  sure  was  plumb  shocked  when  she  got  to 
Bridgeville  and  found  out  big  Gus  had  the  claim  on  the 
hay  land,  lie  done  nothing  on  it  the  years  he*s  had  it." 

"it  *11  be  his  turn  to  get  a  shock  now®" 

f,Iou  know,  Folkes,  I  don*t  know  as  Lina  done  right 
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to  grab  that  land.  Suppose  she  wins  over  Gus,  what  about 

Olenski?" 

Tudor  drew  his  feet  up  on  to  the  table,,  and  sat  as 
usual,  hugging  his  knees.  "Well,  it's  a  question  if  that 
fellow  would  make  out  anywhere  no  matter  what  he  had..... 

I  don't  know. . . . . .  .It  »s  a  hard  thing  to  know  what's  right 

in  a  case  like  this." 

"He  won't  have  nothing  to  pay  his  rent  with,"  the 
old  man  reflected  worriedly.  "For  five  years  he  fed  stock 
for  Gus  with  the  hay." 

The  fire  made  a  comfortable  raoring  sound.  Outside, 
the  branches  of  tbetall  spruce  at  the  door  moved  in  a 
chilly  wind.  The  sky  was  grey.  Benjie  looked  out  at  it  as 
he  put  on  his  old  sheepskin  jacket  again. 

"It's  all  rather  tough  on  young  Mike  Olenski,  t: 

Tudor  remarked  suddenly.  "He  doesn't  get  much  of  a  chance." 

"That'g  right,1’  Benjie  agreed.  "The  kid  had  to  quit 
school  and  work  on  Sven's  threshing  crew.  He  did  all 
right,  too.  Lven  helped  with  our  stuff." 

Tudor  slid  his  feet  down  from  the  table. 

"i  don't  think  we  should  under-rate  Gus.  Maybe  he 
still  has  plans. ir 

Benjie  shook  his  head.  "But  Lina's  got  Isaiah  Waters 
and  Jack  Knife  on  her  side.  She's  got  Isaiah  that  excited 
I  believe  he'd  put  a  knife  in  Gustav's  back  if  that  big 
Swede  showed  up  in  the  hayland." 
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"Isaiah  hates  Gus  on  his  own,"  Tudor  put  in 
quickly.  "Always  did  for  some  reason 

Benjie  looked  sad  and  troubled.  "We  never  done  them 
things  in  the  old  days.  We  had  tough  times,  but  we  didn’t 
go  cuttin*  a  neighbor’s  throat. 

As  the  old  man  trudged  off  into  the  cheerless 
November  weather,  Tudor  took  down  a  new  piece  of  leather 
which  was  hanging  on  the  vail,  handling  it  as  though  it  could 
feel  his  touch.  "She’ll  win  out,  he  thought.  She’ll  get 
her  hayland .  hell,  who  can  blame  her?  She ’ s  practically 

If 

alone,  and  a  woman. 


2. 

The  sky  was  dark  and  starless  when  Lina  got 
through  the  milicing.  She  came  up  from  the  barn  with  the 
heavy  pail  of  milk,  holding  the  lantern  before  her  in  her 
free  hand  to  light  the  way  to  the  house .  How  cold  and  raw 
it  was,  the  wind  making  a  lonely  moaning  In  the  blackness 
of  the  trees.  When  she  went  In,  the  warmth  of  the  cabin 
trapped  her  round,  with  its  comfortable  odors  of  burning 
spruce  logs  and  baked  potatoes.  Poppy  sat  on  the  bed,  read¬ 
ing  aloud  in  a  highly  pitched  voice,  while  Gypsy  lay  at  her 
feet  with  his  he^d  resting  over  her  ankle. 

,r » Not  -I  -said  -the  -pig -not  -I -said -t  he  -dog  -not  -I - 
sa  id  -t  he  -ca  t .  T  he  n  -I  -w  1 11  -sa  id  -t  he  -li  1 1  le  -re  d  -he  n-and  -s  o  - 
3he-did.»"  _ 
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She  stopped  for  a  moment,  watching  her  mother  strain 
the  railk  through  a  clean  flour  sack.  She  was  dressed  in 
moccasins,  heavy  woollen  slacks  and  a  bright  red  sweater. 

Her  cheeks  glowed  pink  and  her  eyes  liquid  dark  in  the 
light  of  the  oil  lamp. 

"Did  you  hear  Gramp  coming?5'  she  asked. 

"Hot  yet.  It’ll  be  a  cold  ride  horn©  for  him,  too.” 

"I  can  read  it  all  through  noM9H  Poppy  said  proudly. 
After  a  moment  she  sighed,  "Oh,  I  wish  he’d  co me!fE 

"Read  the  one  about  Chicken  Little,  '  Lina  suggested, 
as  she  took  off  her  jacket. 

"O.K."  Poppy  pat  down  the  tattered  book  she  had  been 
reading,  and  leaned  over  the  bed  to  pick  up  another,  moving 
carefully  so  as  not  to  disturb  Gypsy.  He  looked  at  her 
out  of  half -closed  golden  eyes.  Lina  opened  the  oven  door 
and  pinched  her  baking  potatoes  gently  with  her  fingers. 

"Bo  Goosey  Loosey,  and  Turkey  Lurkey,  and  Chicken 
Little  ran  to  tell  the  king  that  the  sky  was  falling’....*." 
Poppy  read  on,  in  a  breathless  rapid  recitation.  The  clock 
on  the  wall  suddenly  gave  seven  musical  notes.  And  then 
Gypsy  went  tense,  growled,  sprang  from  his  place,  barking. 

"Quiet,  Gypl"  Lina  said  sternly,  while  the  child 
stopped  reading,  and  they  all  listened  intently  for  a  moment. 
Then  the  woman  opened  the  door,  looking  out  into  the  dark¬ 
ness.  She  heard  hoofs  moving  slowly  along  the  trail  before 
tor  gate,  and  a  man’s  voice  saying:  "Hullo.1  Say,  what 
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place  is  this?” 

"Ashley’s."  Lina  spoke  quietly,  trying  to  identify 
the  voice.  "Are  you  lost?  Who  is  it?" 

Gypsy  s linked  past  her,  almost  snake -low,  to  bark 
at  the  stranger.  The  man  muttered  what  sounded  like  a 
curse  under  his  breath.  The  dog  stood  in  the  light  from 
the  doorway,  quivering,  with  a  growl  deep  in  his  throat. 

"Bring  me  the  lantern.  Poppy,"  her  mother  whispered. 

"Say,  could  you  put  us  up  for  the  night?"  the  man 
asked  out  of  the  dark. 

"Sure,  just  a  minute.  1*11  be  right  with  you."  She 
put  on  a  jacket  as  she  spoke. 

At  the  gate,  she  held  the  lantern  high.  Outside 
on  the  trail  were  two  horses,  the  one  mounted  by  a  small 
boy,  while  the  rider  of  the  other  struggled  with  the  pole 
which  fastened  the  gate.  He  raised  his  head  at  her  approach, 
the  light  falling  directly  on  his  face. 

"Hello  Mr.  Hansonl"  Lina  exclaimed  as  she  drew 
back  the  pole.  "You’re  just  in  time  for  supper.  I  kep  it 
back  on  account  of  Benjie’s  went  to  town  to-day." 

"I  hope  this  won’t  be  putting  you  out,  Mrs.  Ashley. 
My  horse  stepped  in  a  hole  back  there,  and  the  kid’s  tired. 
I’ll  pay  you  for  the  night’s  stay  for  the  kid  here,  and  me." 
lie  looked  huge  by  lantern -light,  in  a  dark  fur  cap  and 
a  thick  sheepskin  jacket.  His  big  horse  moved  restlessly, 
pulling  at  the  reins  which  Gustav  held  in  a  firm  grip. 
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'That’s  O.K.,  I  don’t  need  no  pay/’  Lina  answered 
him,  "I  ain’t  turned  nobody  from  my  door  yet,  and  I  don’t 
aim  to  start  now.  The  barn  is  over  tha?re.  You  can  put 
your  horses  in.  There’s  feed."  She  handed  him  the  lantern. 
When  the  two  strangers  had  passed  into  the  yard,  she  went 
out  into  the  dark  road  to  listen  for  Benjie’s  coming, 
shivering  in  the  raw,  penetrating  cold*  From  far  away, 
came  the  sound  of  hoofs  beating  on  the  hard  trail.  But  it 
might  be  Isaiah,  or  Jay,  or  Jack  Knife.  Benjie  usually 
rode  more  slowly  than  that.  She  listened  again.  It 
sounded  more  like  two  horses.  She  returned  to  the  yard, 
putting  the  pole  of  the  gate  back  in  place,  watching  the 
glow  of  light  from  the  lantern  move  to  the  door  of  the 
barn  and  pass  within. 

"Who  is  it?"  Popi:y  asked  in  excitement  when  her 
mother  came  into  the  house. 

"Mr.  Sanson  and  a  boy.  They’re  staying  here  to¬ 
night."  Lina  took  off  her  coat,  and  washed  quickly  at  the 
wash-stand.  When  she  had  finished,  she  poured  fresh  hot 
water  into  the  basin  for  her  visitors,  and  found  a  clean 
towel  in  the  trunk.  She  brought  out  a  pretty  table-cloth 
also,  embroidered  with  bright  flowers. 

"Come  on.  Poppy  £on»t  sit  reading.  He3.p  me  lay 
the  table.  Put  on  that  little  jug  that  was  in  t  he  cereal 
the  other  day." 
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"is  Gramp  coming?"  the  little  girl  asked,  putting 

down  her  book. 

"He *11  be  heme  real  soon,  and  we  won’t  eat  without 
him.  But  I  don’t  want  Mr.  Hanson  to  think  supper’s  a  long 
time  off.”  Drawing  the  trunk  up  to  the  table,  she  covered 
it  neatly  with  a  quilt.  "That’ll  hold  him.  He’s  quite 
a  big -sized  man." 

A  knock  thumped  on  the  door,  and  at  Lina’s  welcoming, 
"Gome  in!"  Gustav  and  the  boy  and  the  dog  trooped  in. 

Gypsy  waggled  his  tail,  fawning  on  the  company.  Gustav 
stamped  his  feet  in  their  big  high  boots,  and  rubbed  his 
numb  fingers,  holding  his  store-bought  gloves  under  one 
arm.  When  he  liad  taken  off  his  outer  clothing,  he  washed 
noisily  at  the  wash-stand.  Lina  scrutinized  his  com¬ 
panion,  a  boy  of  eleven,  tall  for  his  age,  with  large  steady 
grey  eyes  in  a  brown  face,  and  blond  hair  not  trained  to 
lie  in  any  particular  direction.  lie  had  an  attractive  lop¬ 
sided  grin.  Gypsy  jumped  up  on  him,  licking;  his  cheek. 

"hiserable  night  to  be  out  in,"  Lina  remarked  cheer¬ 
fully  from  the  stove  where  she  fried  smoked  fish.  "Too 
bad  there’s  no  Northern  Lights  to-night  like  we  been  having 
so  much.  But  to-night,  she’s  black!" 

Gustav  rubbed  his  face  ruddy  on  the  rough  towel. 
flThese  trails  seem  different  than  when  I  was  here  ’bout 
six  years  ago.  M0st  of  my  land  lies  west  of  Town,  so  I 
don’t  come  this  way  much."  He  turned  to  the  boy.  "Hurry 
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up,  Tommy,  Get  washed,” 

uEasy  enough  to  get  lost*  Lina  spoke  above  the 
sizzle  of  the  frying  fish.  "Sit  down,  Mr*  Hanson*  There 
at  the  end. ..... .You’d  never  find  your  way  in  the  dark.” 

nA  person  doesn’t  want  to  stay  at  most  of  these 
places,”  the  big  Swede  remarked, seating  himself  with  his 
back  to  the  table.  "Full  of  bugs." 

"Put  the  plates  round.  Poppy,”  her  mother  said  to 
the  child,  who  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  staring 
with  all  eyes,  "v/hat’s  the  boy’s  name?"  she  asked  Gustav, 

"Tonsny."  He  gave  his  young  companion  a  stern  look. 

"Take  off  your  things.  Tommy,  and  sit  down,1'  the 
woman  suggested. 

Gypsy  ran  barking  to  the  door. 

"Go  see  if  that’s  Daddy,"  Lina  told  the  little  girl. 

Poppy  ran  to  do  as  she  was  bidden,  letting  the  dog 
out  into  the  cold  night,  while  she  called,  "is  that  you, 
Gramp?" 

"nello  Darlin’l"  he  hailed  her  from  the  darkness. 

She  could  hear  him  shutting  the  gate.  "Supper  ready?" 

"Take  him  the  lantern.  Poppy.  It’s  so  dark  out 
there,  and  he  won’t  know  there’ll  be  other  horses  in  the 
barn . Here,  put  a  coat  on." 

Lina  bustled  about,  sending  the  child  outside, 
efficiently  tending  to  her  dinner,  and  giving  her  table  the 
last  minute  touches.  In  spite  of  its  tin  plates  and 
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aluminum  table  ware,  it  looked  very  attractive  with  a 
dish  of  preserved  saskatoons,  some  home-mde  mustard 
pickles,  fresh  brown  buns,  a  slab  of  yellow  butter,  and  a 
pitcher  of  thick  cream.  She  put  a  large  baked  potato  on 
each  plate,  and  drew  the  frying  pan  to  one  side  of  the 
stove.  An  appetizing  odor  of  coffee  came  from  the  tall 
grey  coffee  pot,  Gustav  watched  the  woman’s  every  move  with 
his  sleepy  eyes.  Her  cheeks  flushed  with  the  heat,  and 
short  ends  of  hair  curled  damply  on  her  forehead. 

Poppy  and  Benjie  came  in,  carrying  a  knobbly  sack 
betv/een  them,  letting  the  dog  worry  a  fraying  end  of  the 
sack.  Benjie’s  cheeks  were  almost  purple  with  the  cold, 
"Howdy,”  lie  said  to  Gustav, 

The  little  girl  looked  from  the  visitor  to  her 
grandfather  with  a  look  that  said,  "I  told  you  so.!l 
"Have  a  good  trip.  Daddy?"  Lina  asked, 

"^inda  cold  on  the  v/ay  home.”  Benjie  took  off  his 
things,  hanging  them  neatly  on  a  nail  by  the  door,  "ftow 
do  you  like  our  country?"  he  asked  Gus  as  he  got  a 
dipper-ful  of  hot  water  from  the  reservoir  on  the  stove. 

11  You  need  a  highway  in  here,  '  the  big  man  replied, 
"See  anybody  you  know?"  Lina  asked  as  she  served 
the  fish. 

"Rode  a  piece  with  Jack  Knife  on  the  way  home." 
Benjie  spoke  from  the  depths  of  the  towel. 
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"Jack  Knife?"  Gus  was  suddenly  on  the  alert « 

" Whe  re  *  d  he  go  ?  " 

O 

"Don,t  rightly  know  v^here  he’s  goln’.  Times  he  goes 
to  his  grandfather’s  when  he  wants  tobacco.  Times  he  goes 
to  see  Isaiah  Waters,"  Benjie  flung  the  towel  on  a  nail, 
smiling  at  Poppy. 

"Where’s  that  devil  been  all  fall?"  Gustav  turned 
around  on  the  trunk  to  face  the  table.  He  looked  angry. 

"Come  on,  supper’s  ready,"  Lina  said  brightly. 
"Tommy,  will  you  sit  on  that  little  bench  with  Poppy? 

Poppy,  are  your  hands  clean?  iuick I  Do  wash  them!  Daddy, 
will  you  sit  at  this  end?" 

"Jack  Knife  w  s  threshing  with  Sven’s  outfit  this 
fall,"  Benjie  answered  calmly  as  he  sat  down. 

"Where’s  he  been  since  then?"  Glis  growled. 

"Him  and  Isaiah  worked  up  at  the  saw -mill."  Benjie 
liberally  buttered  a  bu  •  His  daughter  flashed  him  a 
warning  look.  His  gaze  was  intrepid.  "Them  breeds  made 
good  money  up  there  this  fall." 

"They’re  always  poor,  though,'  his  daughter  broke 
in.  "If  they  had  a  thousand  dollars  a  month,  they’d  still 
be  broke  before  the  end.  And  hungry?  You  dasn’t  turn  your 
back  a  minute  on  a  single  egg  in  the  hen-house.  ' 

"This  your  little  boy,  Mr.  Hanson?"  The  old  man 
looked  at  the  ;  oungster  with  kind  eyes. 


"That’s  my  Tommy 
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Gus  attacked  the  dinner  with  hearty  appetite „ 

"How»d  you  make  out  with  your  garden  and  crop?”  he 

asked,  turning  to  Lina. 

"We  done  all  right,  Mr*  Hanson.  We  got  plenty  of 
potatoes,  and  flour,  and  round  three  hundred  quarts  of  stuff 

i 

in  sealers.  One  thing  about  this  country,  there  s  plenty 
of  wood.  Never  need  to  worry  about  keeping  warm  so  long 
as  one  of  us  can  manage  the  axe.'1 

"Terrible  hard  work  for  a  woman,  this  homesteading." 
"Oh,  my  days  are  easy  now,”  sloe  assured  him.  "Why, 

I  got  time  to  knit  socks,  and  piece  a  couple  of  quilts. 

"Lots  of  dances  coming  up,  too."  Benjie  grinned  to 
himself. 

"I  can  dance,  can  you?"  Poppy  asked  the  boy. 

He  smiled  shyly,  shaking  his  head. 

"know  what  we*re  ]going  to  get?"  she  wen t  on,  sociably 
"A  pig.  That»s  what  we* re  getting." 

"Shhl  Don’t  talk  so  much,"  her  mother  cautioned  her. 
"Good  money  in  hogs  these  days,”  Gustav  remarked. 
"Well,  this  is  just  a  sow  Sven  promised  me  for  part 
of  my  wages." 

They  had  just  finished  dinner  when  Jay  came.  He 
opened  the  door  very  softly,  and  was  standing  Inside  bdfore 
anyone  had  realized  he  wa  there.  Beside  the  stove,  the 
dog  lifted  one  ear  and  yawned. 
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"Could  you  give  us  a  little  milk,  Mrs.  Ashley?" 
the  boy  asked*  holding  out  a  lard  pail. 

!,Why  yes,  I  could  give  you  a  little.  Had  supper?” 

Jay  took  off  his  cap.  He  did  lot  answer  the  question, 
but  looked  Hungrily  at  the  table. 

“Who* a  he?!I  It  was  the  first  time  Tommy  had  said 
anything.  He  spoke  to  Poppy  out  of  the  side  of  his  mouth. 

"That*s  Jay."  She  said,  this  as  though  she  thought 
anybody  would  know  that. 

"Sit  in  and  have  something,"  Lina  invited,  taking 
his  pail.  f,There*s  still  a  potato,  and  you  can  have  some 
berries  and  a  bun." 

The  boy  ate  ravenously,  his  black  eyes  wide  open, 
taking  in  every  detail  of  the  appearance  of  the  two  strangers 
and  of  the  talk  going  on  around  him. 

When  every  crumb  had  vanished  from  the  table,  Lina 

got  up  yawning. 

"Well... . . .  .Dishes." 

The  men  pus  lied  the  trunk  back  to  the  wall  and  sat 
smoking.  Tom  y  and  Jay  remained  silent  at  the  table,  while 
the  little  girl  dried  the  tin  plates. 

"Got  something  for  you,"  Benjie  said  to  his  grand¬ 
child.  "When  you*re  done  helpin*,  you  kin  have  it."  He 
pointed  mysteriously  to  the  sack.  Poppy  could  hardly  wait. 
Tommy  shared  her  excitement.  Jay  stared  resentfully  at  the 
white  boy.  As  soon  as  Poppy  laid  down  the  last  dish,  Benjie 
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prat  his  hand  into  the  sack,  drawing  oat  a  bright  red  rubber 
ball  which  he  bounced  across  the  room*  The  child  raced  after 
it  with  shrieks  of  delight,  while  Jay  scrambled  off  the 
bench,  and  sat  down  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  room* 

"Gome  on.  Poppy l  Agamei  Bounce  it  across  to  me 
in  two  bounces l " 

"Let  Tommy  play  too,"  said  Lina  as  she  wiped  out 

the  dish-pan* 

Jay  sulkily  ignored  the  white  boy*  But  Tommy  got 
up  quickly  and  caught  the  ball  with  one  hand  a 3  it  flew 

across  the  kitchen* 

"Come  on.  Jay,  he  can.  play  too,'  Poi:>py  pleaded, 

"All  right,  throw  it  to  Gypsy  l" 

The  four  of  them  rolled  about  after  the  ball  which 
shot  up  and  down,  a  streak  of  red*  Benjie  smiled  contented¬ 
ly  over  his  pipe,  while  Gustav  enjoyed  a  cigarette.  Lina 
sat  near  the  lamp,  knitting  on  a  sock  with  great  energy* 

Vi/ hen  the  clock  chimed  a  single  note  at  half  past 
nine,  she  put  down  her  work* 

"Come  on.  Poppy.  Bed  time.  Better  go  home  now.  Jay." 
"One  more  bounce,"  the  little  girl  pleaded,  sending 
the  ball  an  inch  past  Gustav’s  cigarette.  She  put  her  hand 
over  her  mouth,  half  in  horror,  but  her  eyes  danced.  Thd 
boys  smothered  giggles* 

"That’s  enough,"  her  mother  said.  "Good  night.  Jay. 
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Don’t  forget  the  milk.  There  It  is  on  the  window -ledge . . * . . 
Mr.  Hanson,  do  you  think  you  and  the  kid  could  share  the 
bed-roll?  It’s  a  fair  size.  I’ll  lay  it  out  here  by  the 

stove ,n 

As  she  lowered  the  lamp  wick  and  bade  him  good -night, 
she  saw  his  smile  of  admiration.  He  looked  significantly 
into  her  eyes.  Slickly  she  retired  behind  the  curtain, 
leaving  him  in  Benjie’s  company. 


3. 

Several  days  after  Gustav’s  visit.  Poppy  and  Jay 
jogged  home  from  school,  riding  bareback  on  the  buckskin 
lorse .  Jay  held  the  ends  of  the  rope  bridle  carelessly  in 
one  hand,  while  he  rattled  two  lunch  pails  at  the  pony’s 
$ar  with  the  other.  Under  a  shapeless  nondescript  hat, 
i  lock  of  black  hair  clung  to  his  forehead.  His  jacket  and 
denim  overalls  hung  loosely  on  his  thin  body.  He  wore 
moccasins  and  rubbers,  and  his  gloves  were  of  buckskin. 

Poppy  clutched  him  tightly  about  the  waist,  her  face  pale, 
hips  blue  with  cold.  The  sky  above  them  was  grey  and  gloomy , 
but  as  yet  no  snow  had  fallen.  The  poplars  stood,  naked  and 
colorless,  their  leafless  brandies  outlined  starkly  against 
the  dark  evergreens  and  sombre  sky.  Dead  leaves,  brown  and 
irosted,  clung  here  and  there  to  the  thick  green  boughs  of 
the  spruce  and  scattered  everywhere  on  the  forest  paths. 
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Mist  hung  in  pockets  throughout  the  trees ,  while  the 
breaths  of  the  children  and  the  buckskin  drifted  behind 
them  as  they  cantered  a  long  •  The  sound  of  the  hoofs 
on  the  hard  frozen  ground  carried  backwards  and  forwards 
in  the  loneliness,  while  the  noise  of  a  breaking  branch 
cracked  like  a  pistol  shot , 

Since  Lina  and  Benjie  had  gone  to  Jensen® s  to 
bring  home  the  new  sow.  Poppy  had  been  instructed  to  go 
home  with  Jay  Hmtil  supper  time,  so  that  the  children  did 
not  stop  until  they  reached  Isaiah* s  cabin.  It  stood 
in  a  bare  space  Just  off  the  trail,  with  a  few  spruce 
trees  rising  about  it,  a  low  log  house  with  smoke  curling 
in  wisps  from  the  chimney,  and  the  sound  of  voices  coming 
from  within.  Poppy  slid  to  the  ground.  Her  teeth 
chattered. 

The  boy  turned  his  horse  to  the  flat -roofed  log  barn, 

"Go  on  in.  Poppy," 

The  house  wan  spotlessly  clean,  with  bare  mudded 
walls  and  three  beds,  each  in  a  different  corner,  boxe® 
neatly  pushed  underneath  them.  On  one  bed  lay  Mart ha »s 
baby,  crying  peevishly,  kicking  up  his  little  moccasined 
feet,  while  his  mother  bent  over  him,  talking  softly,  her 
thick  dark  hair  hanging  about  her  face.  An  open  fire¬ 
place  made  of  stones,  glowed  with  embers.  Beside  it  on 
the  floor  sat  old  Mrs.  Waters  in  a  bright  mauve  print 
dress,  smoking  a  strong -smelling  pipe.  Her  grey  hair 
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twined  In  many  braids  about  her  head,  its  colour  contrasting 
strangely  with  the  deep  copper  colour  of  her  seamed,  leathery 
face.  Her  dark  claw -like  hands  worked  over  some  rabbit  skins 
but  she  often  ?„ooked  up  to  talk  to  Isaiah  and  Bill  KanydogS 
playing  cards  at  the  table  under  the  window.  With  intense 
concentration,  the  men  dealt  and  redealt  the  greasy  pack, 
their  dark  faces  bent,  their  brown  cigarettes  hanging  limply 
from  their  lips.  They  spoke  softly  to  each  other,  and  Bill 
laughed  sometimes  when  he  thought  he  had  triumphed,  or  threw 
down  a  card  with  an  oath  when  his  luck  was  bad,  Isaiah  shov  ¬ 
ed  no  feeling,  except  that  his  eyes  grew  eloquent  as  he 
quietly  played  his  last  card.  Bill  sank  over  the  table  with 
a  groan.  The  door  opened  and  Poppy  came  in  silently  on 
moccasined  feet,  going  directly  to t be  stove  to  warn  herself. 

For  e.  moment  they  all  paused,  looking  at  her,  while 
she  smiled  slowly,  holding  her  hands  over  the  heat.  Soon 
;  Martha  picked  up  some  wood  from  behind  the  stove  to  re¬ 
plenish  the  fire.  Then,  taking  off  the  little  girl’s  red 
toque,  she  smoothed  the  fair  hair, 

"Can  I  see  Sammy?"  Poppy  whispered,  pulling  off  her 

coat , 

Mrs.  Waters  said  in  Cree,  "How  much  did  you  lose. 

Bill?" 

Bill  twisted  his  fingers  in  his  long  black  locks. 

"My  saddle-blanket,  and  bridle,  and  my  spurs." 
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"You  have  no  horse ,  anyhow a" 


Isaiah  swiftly 


shuffled  the  cards. 

"But  some  day  I  was  going  to  win  a  horse."  The  old 
man  grinned,  his  eyes  almost  disappearing  in  the  network  of 

lines  around  them. 

Isaiah  relit  a  half -smoked  cigarette,  inhaling 
ieeply.  A  flicker  of  a  smile  showed  in  his  sad  face.  "I 
3ive  it  all  back  to  you  so  we  can  have  another  game."  He 
dealt  the  cards  with  expert  hands.  Bill  drew  up  close  to  the 
:able,  laughing  like  an  excited  child. 

While  hart ha  sat  on  the  bed,  sewing.  Poppy  began 
xelping  Sammy  to  walk,  holding  his  tiny  hands  as  he 
staggered  uncertainly  across  the  room  to  his  grandmother, 
where  the  little  girl  sat  down,  holding  him  in  her  arms. 

"What  are  you  making?" 

Mrs.  Waters  smiled,  and  taking  the  p5.pe  from  her 
Eio uth,  touched  the  golden  hair  as  Martha  had  done,  "it  is 
rabbit  robe  for  Isaiah  when  he  goes  to  trap." 

The  hides  of  many  rabbits  had  been  cut  circular¬ 
ise  and  twisted  and  pulled  as  they  dried.  Now  they  were 
Stretched  on  a  sort  of  frame,  like  so  many  grey  furry  ropes, 
through  which  the  old  woman  wove  others.  As  Mrs.  Waters 
resumed  her  smoking  and  her  work,  the  fair  child  sat  quiet 
and  happy, the  dark  he  d  of  the  infant  against  her  cheek, 
while  the  heat  of  the  fire  brought  a  bright  colour  into  her 
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face*  In  a  few  minutes  Jay  came  in,  banging  the  lunch 
pails  noisily  on  pile  fl  -or,  flinging  his  coat  and  hat  on 
a  nail.  The  children  smiled  at  one  another • 

f.  ■  | 

"There  was  a  team  on  the  road,"  The  boy  spoke  in 
Cree  to  the  men, 

"An  acel  an  acel"  Bill  exclaimed  in  groat  glee, 
"Whose  team  was  it?”  Isaiah  asked,  suddenly  on  the 

alert,  while  an  anxious  loojk  came  into  Bill®s  eyes,  "Did 

/] .  f  i 

it  go  near  the  hayland?” 

/  |.  ■}' 

"I  don»t  know.  It  went  into  the  bush,  suddenly,  far 

{f 

down  the  road.  f\ 

i  I  '  ^ 

Isaiah  looked  at  the  cards  in  his  hands,  glanced  at 

those  down  on  the  table.  Bill  peered  out  of  the  window 

•ft  /\ 

into  the  grey ness  oB  the  afternoon. 

%  i  j ,  -  A 

"it  is  only  Japk  Enife  whb  goes  to  see  his  old  grand¬ 
father  in  the  bush." |  Hg  turned  back  to  his  game,  the  de- 

lighted  expression  oh  his  face  returning, 

\  /  ■ 

His  companion  put  his  cards  face  down  on  the  table. 

"We  should  look,,"  He  rose  with  a  swift  silent  motion. 

"You  are  losing!^  the  old  man  cried  in  vexation, 

\ 

And  as  Isaiah  took  his  hat  and  went  outside.  Bill  reached 

\  ;\  ^ 

forward  to  see  the  cards  of  his  opponent.  "Losing J"  he 

repeated,  nevertheless,  he  soon  followed  into  the  misti- 

/  \  '  ’ 

ness . 

"Grandmother,  will  you  make  me  a  rabbit  rofeetoo?"  Jay 

asked,  taking  the  baby  from  Poppy,  and  tossing  him  up  in  the 

9  *  \ 
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air. 

|  "When  you  go  on  the  trap  line  with  Isaiah." 

f.  |  ''  ? 

"fut  him  dovrn,  Jay.  He*  11  get  the  tummy  ache,"  Martha 

I 

protested,  coining  up  to  rescue  her  son. 

' 

Jay  scowled,  digging  his  hands  deep  into  his  pockets. 
Then  his  face  lighted. 

"l*ve  got  a  new  game."  With  a  piece  of  chalk,  he 

\  V 

drew  a  small  circle  on  the  floor.  Prom  his  pocket,  he  took 
a  handful  of  brightly  coloured  agates  and  marbles,  which  he 
began  arranging  carefully  inside  and  outside  of  the  circle. 

Poppy  knelt  beside  hi*a,  her  eyes  shining,  her  cheeks  flushed. 

/ 

. 

Martha  watched  them,  the  baby  on  her  hip. 

i 

"My,  they*re  pretty.  Where  did  you  get  them, Jay?" 

'  I 

She  regarded  him  witiji  an  almost  coquettish  look  in  her 
grey  eyes  under  thoj.r  thick  black  lashes. 

"I  won  them  at  school, f‘  he  said.  "With  this  little 

. 

goldie  one  I  borrowed  from  Emil,  I  won  all  the  others  out 
of  the  ring.  Then  I  won  the  goldie  in  the  next  game.  See, 
like  this."  With  his  thumb  and  forefinger,  he  Shot  the  gold- 
coloured  agate,  knocking  three  marbles  out  of  the  ring  at 
once.  "Poppy,  you  Can  use  the  goldie;  and  Martha  can  have 
the  rod.  and  1*11  take  the  blue."  His  eyes  sparkled  with 
pleasure,  his  dark  face  lighting  as  though  by  a  lamp  inside. 
The  little  house  filled  with  the  sounds  of  their  laughter. 
Mrs.  Waters  stopped  her  work  for  a  while,  watching  with 
wise  old  eyes  as  they  scrambled  about  on  the  floor. 
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Suddenly  the  door  hurst  open. 

"The  guni  The  gun  l"  Bill  shouted,  coining  in  so 
quickly  that  he  nearly  fell  over  the  crawling  baby® 

"What  are  you  going  to  shoot the  boy  asked,  longing 

in  his  voice • 

There* s  a  moose  in  the  trees  at  the  other  end  of  the 
hay -fie  Id."  The  old  man  took  the  gun  down  from  the  peg  on 
the  back  of  the  door.  "A  -  a  moose  l1 

"Let  me  cornel"  Jay  pleaded,  scattering  marbles  in 
every  direction  as  he  jumped  up  from  the  floor. 

Bill  put  a  firm  hand  on  the  boy*s  shoulder.  "Not 
this  time.  You  might  get  hurt.  Now  you  stay  home  with 
Grandmother."  An  understanding  look  passed  between  the 
two  older  people,  and  the  woman  said,  "Stay  with  me  this 
time,  my  little  boy." 

Terribly  disappointed,  he  went  to  the  window,  but  he 

\ 

could  see  nothing  through  the  trees  except  Bill*s  re¬ 
treating  figure. 

"What  did  tie  say/"  Poppy  asked,  coming  up  to  him, 
for  she  had  not  understood  their  talk.  "Where  is  Bill  goihg 
with  the  gun?" 

"There  *s  a  moose,"  Jay  replied  glumly.  "And  tie  told 
me  to  stay  home.11 

Presently  they  returned  to  their  game,  but  the  boy 
lot  the  girls  win  all  the  marbles.  As  they  were  beginning 
again  with  fresh  spoils,  a  shot  sounded,  followed  by  the 


- 
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shouts  of  men, 

"Wonder  if  they  got  Jay  walked  about 

impatiently, 

need  son©  wood,"  Martha  suggested, 

Mrs.  aters  shook  a  warning  finger,  "Stay  close 

to  the  house." 

The  boy  was  gone  in  a  moment.  But  outside  he  could 
see  nothing  of  the  excitement.  Added  to  the  mistiness, 
the  greyness  of  the  late  afternoon  was  deepening.  Beyond 
the  hayfield,  the  trees  were  but  a  blur.  It  was  very  cold. 
As  he  gathered  up  an  armful  of  split  poplar  and  spruce  logs, 
he  listened  intently*  someti  es  hearing  a  shout.  He  went 
two  or  three  times  for  more  wood;  and  at  last,  when  he 
dumped  the  last  armful  on  to  the  floor,  and  brushed  hi  self 
off  with  his  hand,  he  heard  voices  outside.  A  moment  later, 
Isaiah  and  Bill  came  in,  bringing  Olenski  with  them. 

Olenski^  face  twisted  with  pain,  his  mouth  drawn 
up  in  a  horrible  grimace.  On  his  bare  head,  his  hair  stood 
up  in  uncombed  locks.  He  held  his  right  arm  .  ith  his  left 
hand.  Blood,  dripped  from  the  arm  on  to  the  floor,  and  a 
great  blood -soaked  patch  showed  on  the  sleeve  of  his  jacket. 
Isaiah  supported  the  wounded  man  on  his  left  side,  while 
Bill  walked  behind  them,  carrying  the  heavy  gun.  Olenski  sat 
on  a  bench  at  the  table,  bowing  his  head  over  his  injured 
arm.  Mrs.  Waters  silently  rose  from  the  floor,  and  spread 
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an  old  coat  of  Isaiah* s  on  one  of  the  beds.  Drawing  out  a 
box  from  under  the  bed,  she  brought  out  some  rags  which  she 
tore  into  strips.  Meanwhile,  Martha  bombarded  the  men  with 

questions . 

"What  happened?"  she  cried  in  Cree,  shaking  at  the 
sight  of  the  blood.  "Did  you  miss  the  moose?  Will  he  ever 
stop  bleeding?  Tell  us  what  happened l" 

Bill  hung  the  gun  on  the  door  again  before  he 
answered.  Then  he  took  her  gently  over  to  the  bed  where 
she  had  been  sewing. 

,f*t  is  so  bad,"  he  moaned,  speaking  in  English,  "I 
think  I  see  a  moose  in  the  trees.  I  shoot.  It  is  Olenski." 
lie  rubbed  his  lined  face  with  knotted  fingers,  with  a  look 
of  such  misery  about  him  that  the  girl  grasped  his  arm 

reassuringly. 

" Isaiah* s  mother  will  fix  it,"  she  whispered.  "He  will 
be  all  right." 

Jay  took  Poppy  over  to  the  fireplace.  Both  children 
watched  wide-eyed  as  Mrs.  Waters  helped  Olenski  out  of  his 
coat,  and  Isaiah  got  him  to  lie  down  on  the  bed  where  they 
bathed  his  arm  in  a  fe&8in  of  water.  The  baby  rolled  on  the 
floor,  forgotten,  stuffing  his  mouth  with  marbles,  until 
Martha,  with  a  gasp  of  horror,  ran  to  him,  expelling  the 
marbles  by  holding  him  upside  down.  The  children  couldnot 
help  laughing.  Hearing  them,  Olenski  cursed  furiously  from 
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the  bed*  Such  a  stream  of  filthy  language  flowed  from 
his  twisted  lips  that  Lartha  began  to  talk  to  Jay  with 

great  energy* 

"You  must  take  Poppy  home  now,"  she  told  him  in  Cree 
"Her  mother  will  be  back  from  Jensen’s*  You  stay  for 
supijer  there?  they  have  lots  to  eat*  And  bring  me  some 

milk  in  this  pail*" 

Jay  nodded* 

"She  says  to  get  your  things  on.  Poppy*  Your  mother 

will  be  home  no#." 

"Don’t  take  the  horse.  Jay,"  warned  Isaiah,  who  was 
holding  the  basin.  !II  need  him,  I  must  go  tip  to  see 

Jack  Knife." 

Bill  put  on  his  beaded  buckskin  coat. 

"I  take  your  team  home,  Olenski.  I  tell  your  woman 
you  get  shot,"  He  went  out  hurriedly  with  the  children. 
Olenski  cursed  more  violently,  trying  to  get  up  from  the 
bed.  Bill  put  his  head  in  the  door. 

"I  get  you  some  moonshine l" 

"It  is  a  bad  wound,"  the  old  woman  said  in  Cree  to 
her  son  as  she  emptied  the  red -stained  water  and  poured 
fresh  into  the  basin. 

Isaiah  spoke  soothing  words  to  his  irascible  neighbor 
»Y0U  stay  here.  We  have  moonshine  and  cards.  You  get 
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"I  lose  &e  money  from  Gustav  for  working  on  de 
hay land  1”  Olenski  shouted. 

"You  get  drink  with  money,  v,;©  give  you  drink  here.'5 
"It  is  a  had  arm,"  Mrs.  Waters  repeated «,  hut  her 
patient  could  not  understand. 

Bill  closed  the  door  on  the  scene,  pulling  his  fur  cap 
over  liis  long  hlack  hair  as  he  passed  Jay  and  Poppy. 

The  little  girl  shivered. 

"lie  was  bleeding  awful." 

Jay  took  her  hand,  hurrying  her  along  the  darkening 

road  • 

"Bill  thought  he  was  a  moose.  Funny  looking  moose, 
isn*t  he?"  They  laughed  at  the  thought. 

"First  to  hear  a  chickadee,  it '  s  their  chickadee," 

Poppy  dang  out. 

They  listened  intently,  walking  softly  among  the 

dead  leaves. 

"Chickadee  l,r  they  both  shouted  together,  as  the 
unmistakable  notes  sounded  from  some  trees  near  them. 

"Whose  is  it?"  trie  boy  asked. 

" lt»s  our  chickadee,"  Poppy  declared. 

After  a  time.  Jay  remarked,  sniffing  the  air,  "lt*s 
going  to  snow." 

"Mother  says  the  roads  will  be  bad  when  it  snows." 

The  child  panted  in  her  efforts  to  keep  up  the  brisk  walk. 
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"Yes,  It  will  be  de  p  snow  everywhere.  You  can  only 
go  to  town  on  horseback. ». .  .There  »s  a  light  on  at  your 

place.  Let* 3  run." 

They  shouted  as  they  ran,  the  boy  pretending  to  let 
his  companion  win  an  easy  race. 

"Something  smells  good,"  he  said  wistfully,  as  they 
came  up  to  the  gate. 

Lina  opened  the  door,  inking  a  block  of  warm  light  in 
the  dark  bulk  of  the  house. 

"There  you  are,"  she  called  cheerily.  "Did  you  bring 
your  lunch  pail?" 

The  chi Id* s  steps  slowed  instantly.  Her  voice  was 

faint . 

"But  Ashley!"  the  boy  cried  excitedly  from 

behind  his  friend.  "You  don’t  know  what  happened!  Bill 
thought  he  saw  a  moose,  and  he  shot,  and  what  do  you  think? 
It  was  Olenski.  Full  of  blood,  wasn’t  he.  Poppy?" 

"All  bleeding l " 

Lina  was  silent  for  a  moment.  "Olenski? ......  .'ell, 

don’t  stand  out  there,  children.  It’s  beginning  to  snow, 

I  do  believe." 

"What  was  that  about  Olenski?"  Benjie  called  from 

within. 

"Come  on.  Jay.  Come  to  supper." 

They  went  into  the  warm,  lighted  house,  full  of 


oncer  talk. 
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Out side  *  a  slight  wind  made  a  chill  sighing 
through  the  trees.  Fine  snow  was  beginning  to  fall. 


CHAPTER  NINE 


1. 


.  On  New  Year’s  Eve,  Benjie  lay  on  his  bed  in  one 
corner  of  the  kitchen  in  the  half  dark  cabin.  A  hacking 
cough  tore  at  his  chest.  He  was  alohe,  for  Lina  had 
taken  Poppy  up  to  Panachuk’s  to  break  the  monotony  of  the 
Christmas  holidays.  Though  the  cabin  glowed  with  warmth, 
and  he  did  not  mind  being  alone,  yet,  huddled  beneath  the 
patch-work  quilt,  he  felt  a  heavy  depression  over  his 
heart.  After  a  fit  of  coughing,  he  sat  up  to  pour  out  a 
spoonful  of  a  dark  liquid  from  a  bottle  on  the  chair 
beside  him,  swallowing  the  dose  with  a  grimace  of  distaste. 
He  had  refused  Lina’s  suggestion  that  he  go  to  bed  liko  a 
really  sick  man,  but  he  had  consented  to  take  the  odious 
medicine  MpS .  Waters  mixed  up  for  him.  When  he  lay  down 
again,  he  felt  his  throat  and  chest  eased,  and  a  peaceful 
lethargy  came  over  him. 

Some  time  later,  hall'  asleep  and  half  awake,  he 
became  aware  of  someone  walking  softly  about  the  dark 
room  with Scuffling  footsteps. 

"Who  is  it?"  he  asked,  drowsily. 

After  a  pause,  he  heard  the  word, "Sick?" 
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Benjie  recognized  the  voice  of  Bill  Manydo gs ,  and 
forced  himself  to  alertness.  "Yeah,  would  you  light  the 

lamp?" 

A  match  scraped  on  the  stove,  and  Bill  guarded  the 
flame  carefully  with  his  hand  while  he  took  it  to  the  lamp 
on  the  table.  The  sick  man  watched  his  visitor  put  the 
chimney  carefully  in  place  and  turn  up  the  wick.  He  had 
a  beaded  buckskin  jacket  on  his  bowed  back,  and  his  fur 
cap  on  his  head,  under  which  his  uncut  hair  hung  down  in 
snaky  locks.  The  skin  seemed  tightly  drawn  over  his  high 
cheek  bones  and  prominent  nose,  as  though  he  had  been 
hungry  for  a  long  time.  From  sunken  eye  sockets,  his  eyes 
glittered  and  moved  about  quick  as  a  bird’s. 

"Come  to  visit  me?"  Benjie  asked,  sitting  up  and 
trying  to  shake  off  the  blackness  that  swam  about  him. 

"Come  to  borrow  fiddle  for  New  Year’s  dance,"  Bill 
answered. 

"I  missed  all  the  holiday  dances,"  Benjie  remarked 
thoughtfully.  "I  ain’t  made  no  money ..... .Tell  you  what. 

Bill . I’ll  sell  my  fiddle  to  you." 

The  old  native  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  wood -box. 

"How  much?" 

"T©n  dolirs." 

"I  got  five  here."  Bill  produced  a  greasy  wallet  fror 
some  dark  inner  pocket.  He  licked  his  fingers,  counting 
over  five  ragged  bills.  "Won  it  last  night  with  cards  He 
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grinned,  showing  long  brown  teeth,  and  a  thousand  tight 
lines  in  his  face. 

Benjie  lay  down  again*  "Ten  dollars  is  ray  price*" 
Bill  glided  silently  to  the  bedside*  nI  get  five 
dollars  to-night,  playing,  if  you  lend  the  fiddle*  I 
bring  the  money  to-morrow." 

While  the  other  man  watched  him  craftily,  Benjie 
coughed,  fighting  the  pain  in  his  chest  5  but  when  fee  got 
up,  his  eyes  flashed  blue  steel*  He  walked  steadily  into 
the  bedroom,  reappearing  a  moment  later  with  the  violin  case 
in  his  hand*  Bill  trembled  with  excitement* 

"Gimme  your  five  bucks,"  Benjie  ordered* 

O.E*  How  gl  me  your  buckskin  eoat  *  You  can  have  it  to¬ 
morrow  when  you  bring  the  rest  of  the  money*" 

Bill  stared  blankly  for  a  moment,  running  his  fingers 
lovingly  over  the  rich  beaded  designs  of  his  coat* 

"You  get  it  back  to-morrow  when  I  get  the  money*" 
Benjie  put  the  fiddle  on  the  bed,  pouring  himself  another 
spoonful  of  medicine*  Bill  tore  off  his  coat,  at  last, 
flinging  it  on  a  chair  without  looking  back  at  it.  With 
knotted,  twisted  fingers,  he  opened  tine  violin  case,  took 
out  the  instrument,  plucked,  at  the  strings,  tightened  the 
bow. 

"To-morrow  I  bring  money,"  he  said  in  his  softest 
voice*  And.  gathering  up  his  treasure,  he  went  out  into  the 
night.  Benjie  staggered  over  to  the  chair  to  pick  up  the 
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coat.  Lina  would  call  him  a  fool  to  trust  Bill  1  anydogs j 
she  must  not  know.  The  thing  smelled  horribly,  but  the  hide 
was  heavy,  the  beading  really  beautiful,  done  in  rich 
colours  in  designs  of  horse -heads  on  the  sleeves,  and  rosos 
down  the  fronts  and  the  middle  of  the  back.  The  old  man  put 
the  garment  under  the  patchwork  Quilt,  and  hid  the  money 
beneath  the  mattress.  Then  he  lay  down  again,  feeling  a 
terr ib le  weakne  s  s . 

He  knew  nothing  more  until  he  woke  to  broad 
iaylight.  Not  wanting  to  disturb  him  when  she  came  home  the 
night  before,  Lina  had  covered  him  with  a  robe.  Poppy  danced 
lightly  about  on  moccasined  feet.  An  appetizing  odor  of 
frying  bacon  and  bubbling  coffee  filled  the  kitchen. 

"What  time  is  it?"  Benjie  asked  hoarsely. 

Lina  came  over  to  him  at  once,  stirring  something 
in  a  cup.  "Have  a  good  sleep.  Daddy?" 

"Slep  all  right,"  Benjie  muttered.  "Polks  gone 
by  from  the  dance  yet?" 

"Oh  they  must  have  went  by  long  ago,"  Lina  told 
him.  "It’s  almost  afternoon  now."  She  went  back  to  the 

sitove  • 

"Don’t  youfeel  good,  Gramp?"  Poppy  rubbed  ter 
cheeks  against  his  hand. 

"N0thing  extry." 

Lina  flung  the  tin  plates  on  the  table. 

"They  sure  was  having  a  wild  time  at  the  dance  last 
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night We  could  hear  old  Bill  Manydogs  yelling  clear 
out  to  the  road  when  we  was  passing,55 

"Someone  at  the  doorl"  Poppy  cried,  ?tCorne  on  int” 
Mrs,  Waters  in  her  shawl  and  blanket  stepped  inside, 
shutting  the  door  behind  her.  Light  snow  powdered  her 
clot L©s ,  and  her  face  was  pleasantly  ruddy  with  cold, 

"Bill  said  to  get  his  coat.  He  leave  it  here  last 
night,"  1 

Lina  had  the  frying  pan  with  the  sizzling  bacon 
in  her  hand* 

"Bill*s  coat?" 

"He  leave  it  here." 

"Did  Bill  leave  his  coat  here.  Daddy?"  Lina  asked, 
turning  her  searching  gaze  on  her  father. 

Benjie  put  his  arm  over  his  eyes  and  nodded, 
"Whatever  for?" 

"he  was  to  bring  me  five  bucks  this  morning,  for 
my  fiddle."  His  voice  rasped  as  he  spoke.  They  gathered 

round  him, 

"You  sold  your  fiddle  for  five  dollars?"  Lina 

demanded • 

Mrs.  Waters  clasped  her  dark  hands. 

"lie  owe  you  five  dollars?" 

He  gave  me  five  bucks  last  night,  and  he  said  he»d 
bring  me  fivo  more  after  the  dance,"  the  old  man  answered. 
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wearily. 

"But  Daddy,  why  did  you  do  it?”  his  daughter 
turned  away  to  put  down  the  frying-pan. 

He  lifted  his  aching  head.  "To  git  the  land,  Lina, 
You  got  to  have  ten  dollars  to  file,  and  you  got  to  git 
there  by  to-morrow  or  you  lose  it." 

"He  owe  you  the  money?  For  land?"  Mrs .  Waters 
folded  her  blanket  tightly  about  her  shoulders,  and  went 
silently  to  the  door.  "I  bring  money,"  she  said,  nodding. 

When  she  had  gone,  Lina  sat  down  heavily  on  the 
foot  of  the  bed. 

"But  you  thought  it  was  a  crooked  deal.  You  swore 
no  money  of  yours  was  going  into  it." 

"I  know."  His  *roice  was  weak,  "But  I  got  to 
thinkin* .  You  can’t  git  along  withovit  the  hay  land,  I  kin 
see  that.  It's  like  Tudor  says.  Hard  knowin*  what’s  right 
And  now  you’ve  went  so  far  in  the  deal,  better  finish." 

"But  it’s  no  use.  Daddy.  The  time’s  run  out.  You 
see,  I  didn’t  have  the  money.  I  kep  waiting,  hoping  I’d 
get  it  some  way,  and  I  waited  too  long.  I  could  still  be 
first  for  the  hay  every  summer,"  she  declared. 

"The  tie  ain’t  i*u»  out.  Girl.  You  look  it  over 
again.  You  got  till  January  second  at  five  o’clock. 

Lina  opened  the  trunk  and  took  out  some  papers, 
studying  them  with  great  concentration.  Poppy  wandered 
forlornly  to  the  wood -box  where  she  sat  kicking  her 
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moccasined  heels, 

"You’re  right l"  the  woman  exclaimed.  0 Horseback,” 
she  decided,  walking  up  and  down  the  kitchen,  {tA  team 
and  sleigh  could  never  make  it  past  Olenski’s.  I’ll  get 
to  Knife’s  to-night,  and  ride  into  Bear  Trap  to-morrow.” 

"Better  git  Martha  to  come  over,"  her  father 
suggested. 

"Yes,  after  we  eat."  She  opened  the  stove  and  flung 
in  some  wood .  "l»ll  have  to  try  to  catch  a  ride  from  Bear 
Trap  if  I  can, ,  ♦ . . .  .Oh,  I’ll  make  out."  Her  face  glowed 
in  the  light  of  the  flames. 

"Feed  your  horse  plenty  oats,  and  see  you  dress  up 
warm,"  her  father  advised  from  his  bed. 

Lina  banged  the  lid  on  the  stove.  "My  God,  I  hope 
she  brings  the  money.  I  saved  up  four  bucks  jther  than 
what  I  gotta  lay  out  for  grub.  But  even  with  that,  your 
fiv3  bucks  won’t  swing  it." 

They  ate  a  hurried  meal,  and  while  her  mother 
washed  the  dishes.  Poppy  scraped  the  frost  from  the  window, 
to  announce  the  first  sign  of  anyone’s  coming.  After  a 
long  while.  Bill  himself  appeared  at  the  door,  shivering 
and  demanding  his  coat. 

"Here’s  the  money,"  he  wheezed,  exuding  a  powerful 
odor  of  alcohol  as  he  spoke,  and  thrusting  a  bill  into 
Lina's  hand.  "Gimme  my  buckskin I" 
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,fIs  that  Martha  in  the  sleigh?"  the  woman  asked, 
looking  out  at  the  or 3 -horse  conveyance.  w15apthatn  she 
called,  "Will  you  come  and  stay  while  I  go  to  town?" 

Tho  girl  got  out  of  the  sleigh,  and  came  up  to  the 
house,  holding  her  baby  wrapped  3na  blanket. 

"I  don1;-  mind  if  I  do,  Mrs.  Ashley,"  she  answered, 
sniffing  hungrily,  "i  was  just  going  to  Powderface’s  to 
visit.  X1 11  stay  if  you  like."  Her  grey  eyes  in  her  thin 
face  darted  to  the  food  shelves. 

Bill  had  put  on  his  coat,  and  went  reeling  into 
the  snow. 

"Bee  you  after  my  card  game,  Benjiei"  he  shouted, 
jumping  into  the  sleigh.  "Git  goin’,  Bucki" 


2. 

The  short  winter  day  w  s  already  darkening  as  Lina 
tramped  up  to  the  door  with  iu.een  to  say  "Good-bye."  The 
door  opened  just  a  few  inches,  but  the  steam  and  warmth 
of  the  house  rushed  out  in  a  hoary  cloud. 

"Them  iron  stirrups  are  stire  cold,"  Martha  said, 
shivering  as  she  retreated  within. 

"Never  mind,  1*11  be  warm  enough.  They  won’t  know 
what’s  coming  when  they  see  me."  Lina  grinned  down  at 
herself  in  Benjie’s  overshoes,  her  own  overalls  ani  shabby 
coat  with  the  ratty  fur  collar.  She  had  borrowed  Martha’s 
fur -lined  mitts,  and  tied  Poppy’s  scarf  around  her  head. 
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hiding  the  heavy  coil  of  honey -coloured  hair.  Hearing 
Benjie  coughing,  she  w  rned,  "Keep  up  the  fires,  Martha, 
and  do  the  chores.  The  chicken  feed  is  behind  the  manger. 
You  can  get  what  you  like  for  meals." 

"Sure  »i! 

"Be  a  good  girl.  Poppy.  The  child *s  white  face 
appeared  for  a  moment  as  idna  struggled  into  the  saddle. 
"Shut  up  the  door  quick  now.  The  heat*s  all  going  for  the 
crows."  A  chorus  of  farewells  sounded  as  the  woman  turned 
her  horse  to  the  gate. 

Through  the  bare  branches  of  the  trees,  the  sky 
showed  grey  and  cheerless.  Ice  lay  on  the  trail  under  the 
fresh  fall  of  snow;  and  lueen,  who  was  unshod,  with 
difficulty  kept  her  footing.  Lina  urged  her  on  with  en¬ 
couraging  words,  for  the  afternoon  was  almost  spent.  They 
wound  through  the  snow -covered  spruce,  the  scarring  black 
stumps,  the  deep  drifts  piled  up  in  the  brush.  As  far  as 
the  schoolhouse,  the  way  was  well  worn  and  not  too  diffi¬ 
cult,  but  beyond  that,  it  became  untracked  and  treacherous. 
Sometimes  Lina  would  dismount  and  lead  the  horse  to  bring 
the  feeling  back  into  her  own  numb  feet.  On  a  good  stretch, 
she  would  ride  again  and  make  time.  But  before  she  had  gone 
four  miles  from  home,  a  light  shone  far  off  in  the  distance, 
and  the  bitter  winter  night  was  almost  upon  her.  The 
paralyzing  cold  seemed  to  close  in  with  the  darkness. 
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Pine  snow  sifted  down,  and  it  seemd  to  Lina  that  her 
face  was  being  frozen  into  a  stiff  mould,  eyes  half  shut, 
lips  drawn  back  from  her  teeth  in  a  leer*  But  it  would  be 
worth  anything  to  get  the  hay  land  .  Gradually,  she  could 
build  up  a  herd  of  cows  and  send  cream  to  town*  Sally, 
the  red  and  white  cow,  would  calve  in  the  spring,  and  that 
would  be  a  start.  In  time  she  could  raise  more  horses. 

There  would  always  be  feed  for  them  all.  Besides,  she 
wanted  that  land.  She  wanted  to  be  able  to  look  over  those 
acres  and  know  that  they  were  hers.  She  put  a  hand  up  to 
wipe  the  snow  from  her  eyes.  The  trail  was g  rowing  dim, 
but  she  knew  it  by  heart  and  felt  no  fear . . . . „ \nd  there  would 
be  high  school  for  Poppy  when  the  tie  came.  She  was  a  smart 
little  thing,  learning  to  read  in  no  tiie  at  all,  even 
spelling  out  the  newspapers  and  catalogues.  How  like  Sym 
she  was,  sit  tin  by  the  fire  chafing  her  Viands,  that  dis¬ 
couraged,  peaked  look  about  her.  Lina  shook  off  the  thought. 

And  Benjie . He  always  had  those  terrible  chest  colds  in 

winter.  This  one  seemed  worse  than  most.  But  he  would  perk 
up  and  look  forward  to  spring  when  the  hay land  was  once  hers. 
No  more  watching  beasts  starve  on  putrid  straw  four  years 
old  . 

The  horse  floundered  beneath  her.  Good  God,  maybe  she 
had  better  get  off  and  walk  a  piece  again.  Every  joint  was 
stiffened,  her  whole  body  felt  stone  cold.  She  climbed 
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clumsily  down*  There  in  the  grey  light,  the  woman  bent 
against  the  stinging  wind,  slapping  her  sides  and  legs  with 
her  free  hand,  pulling  on  the  reins  of  the  big  hors©  with 
the  other „  Slowly  they  progressed  through  the  unbroken 
drifts  beside  the  bare  poplars  with  their  cracking  branches, 
and  heavily  ladeO  spruce  trees.  The  woman  mounted  again, 
numbly,  crouching  in  the  saddle.  Somewhere  a  lone  chickadee 
uttered  a  few  notes  and  was  silent.  The  night  had  come, 
black  and  starless. 

Mrs.  Knife’s  children  were  all  asleep  in  the  one 
large,  home-made  bed.  She  herself  sat  by  the  stove,  stitch¬ 
ing  a  new  pair  of  moccasins  for  the  littlest,  while  her 
husband,  at  the  other  side  of  the  stove,  sharpened  his 
skinning  knife  on  a  flint.  The  small  oil  lamp  lit  the 
single  room  of  thoir  house,  its  light  falling  on  the  sleep¬ 
ing  faces  of  the  children,  on  Mrs.  Knlfe*s  shining  black 
braids  of  hair,  and  on  Jack»s  gaunt  face.  Suddenly  the 
mongrel  dog  which  hid  been  sleeping  in  a  corner,  opened 
his  eyes  and  lifted  one  sharp  ear.  He  rose,  growling. 

Jack  got  up  and  opened  the  do  >r  a  little,  peering  out.  The 
dog  rushed  past  him,  barking,  and  a  woman’s  voice  called 
out,  "Hullo,  Jackl ; 

"L^nal"  Jack  spoke  excitedly  to  his  wife  in  Cree. 

"Go  in,  Lina.  I  look  after  horse.  Where  you  goin»?" 

"Bear  Trap,  t o -morrow. i! 

Lina  came  in,  taking  off  her  outer  clothes,  and 
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beating  the  snow  from  them.  Even  before  the  roaring  fire, 
she  thought  she  would  never  be  warm  again,  Mrs.  Knife, 
unintelligible,  but  kind,  poured  her  a  scalding  drink  made 
from  ground  barley,  and  spread  out  a  deer -hide  bed-roll 

near  the  stove. 

"Had  supper?1'  Jack  asked,  bringing  the  winter  night 
with  him  as  he  came  in,  stamping  his  feet,  the  dog  at  his 

heels . 

Lina  nodded,  swallowing  the  hot  drink  from  the  thick, 

handle -less  cup. 

’’That  warms  you.”  H©  picked  up  the  lamp.  "We  sleep 

now  • " 

Taking  off  her  shoes,  Lina  crawled  into  the  bed¬ 
roll,  shivering.  The  light  was  out.  She  could  not  sleep. 

The  draughts  of  the  stove  glowed  redly,  while  the  good 
spruce  logs  burning  within,  sent  forth  a  warm,  pungent  odor. 
The  dog  scratched  his  fleas,  shook  his  ide,  and  lay  down 
again.  It  seemed  that  everyone  was  snoring,  each  in  a 
different  key.  The  woman  lay  there,  shaking  with  cold.  She 
would  never  sleep.  Now  she  could  feel  the  motion  of  the 
horse  again  along  the  tortured  miles  she  had  come.  ueen 
floundered,  and  Lina’s  body  jerked  nervously  in  the  sweaty 

bed-roll.  The  visitor’s  bed . it  was  probably  full  of 

lice// . If  so,  she  was  too  chilled  to  notice . Sym  had 

slept  here  onco .  The  thought  disturbed  her ....  .Would  she 
nevdr  sleep?  Her  head  throbbed;  her  feet  were  icy  cold. 
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Against  the  hard  floor*  her  back  ached  intolerably.  She 
turned  over;  in  a  short  time*  that  whole  side  of  her  body 
felt  numb.  She  lay  on  her  back  again*  staring  into  the 
dark*  shivering •  The  dog  gave  little  whines  in  his  sleep* 
his  feet  twitching  on  the  bare  floor.  Everyone  except  Lina 

was  deep  in  slimier . . 

She  was  wakened  by  the  sound  of  fresh  dry  wood 
crackling  in  the  stove.  Grey  light  filled  the  log  house 
and  Lina  knew  that  it  was  no  longer  early*  and  she  must  get 
up.  Mrs.  knife  was  busy  about  the  breakfast*  while  the 
children*  thoroughly  awake  and  tousled*  ran  about  in  ©very 
direction  in  some  wild  game  of  their  own.  Lina  sat  up* 
gradually  pulling  herself  out  of  her  coverings*  shaking  out 
her  crumpled  dress.  Her  shoulders  hurt  even  to  touch*  and 
her  whole  back  seemed  bruised  from  her  sleep  on  the  floor. 

She  put  on  her  shoes  with  an  effort*  for  stiffness  seemed 
to  have  affected  every  muscle.  She  thought  she  had  never 
been  so  tired  in  her  life.  Her  head  ached  dully*  and  her 
eyes  were  he  vy.  She  drove  out  of  her  mind  the  thought  of  the 
coming  journey.  Mrs .  i  nif e  smiled,  talking  softly  in  Cree. 

\fter  a  breakfast  of  saltless  bread  spread  with  lard* 
Jack  brought  the  horse  around*  and  Lina  started  out  for 
Bear  Trap.  The  nine  miles  seemed  to  take  an  eternity*  but 
it  was  light*  and  the  sharp  wind  with  its  stinging  sleet  had 
gone  down.  The  cold  air  cleared  her  head*  while  the  ride 
gradually  took  the  stiffness  out  of  her  body.  Lina  tried  to 
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plan  how  she  would  manage  the  twenty-five  miles  from  Bear 
Trap  to  Bridgeville*  Obvious ly,  the  beer  parlour  was  the 
best  place  to  find  soiiieone  who  might  be  going  on  the  road, 
only  Gustav  would  be  there . .... .Various  teams  and  cutters 

passed  her,  and  she  hailed  their  strange  drivers.  Her 
spirits  rose  in  spite  of the  difficulties  which  she  f elt  lay 
ahead. 

She  rode  iueen  to  the  livery  barn,  where  for  fifteen 
cents  a  horse  could  shelter  all  day.  An  old  Rumanian, 
muffled  up  in  a  sheepskin  jacket,  took  the  mare • 

wKnow  of  anyone  going  to  Bridgeville?"  Lina  asked 

him* 

”l  seen  the  old  car  at  the  hotel  pointing  that  way." 
He  spoke  from  the  depths  of  a  stall.  "Ask  Gustav;” 

The  few  people  who  were  in  town  huddled  about  Wong’s 
stove,  their  coat  collars  turned  up,  caps  pulled  down  until 
only  their  frost -bitfcon  noses  showed.  At  the  hotel  stood  a 
decrepit  old  auto  of  the  open  type  with  flapping  curtains. 

Above  the  raised  hood,  the  wizened  face  of  Brenner  appeared. 
’hVo&^d  you  be  going  to  Bridgeville  by  any  chance?" 

Lina  asked  him. 

"You  bet."  H©  jammed  down  the  hood.  "I  gotta  get 
a  keg  of  beer  on  account  of  this  one’s  gone  dry,  and  it’s 
expensive  to  open  bottles  and  pour  into  glasses.  Got  to 
get  some  repairs  for  my  old  bus,  too."  H©  looked  at  her 
thoughtfully,  turning  a  wad  of  tobacco  about  in  his  mouth. 
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"You  wanna  com©?" 

"That»s  right." 

"1*11  be  goin®  in  about  half  an  hour  if  you  want 

to  wait." 

She  must  go  into  the  hotel*  she  decided*  as  it 
was  tli©  only  place  where  one  could  get  a  meal.  In  the 
dining  room*  she  took  off  her  scarf  and  mitts*  ordering 
coffee  anti  pie.  As  the  waitress  brought  the  order*  piping 
hot*  Molly  clattered  in  from  the  kitchen*  and  stood  over 
Lina  with  a  slight  sneer  about  her  red  lips. 

"Hullo*  Molly*"  the  big  woman  said  coolly. 

,f,Lo  Lina."  The  long  lashes  drooped.  "  aven*t  seen 
you  for  a  long  time."  She  sat  down  carelessly  on  a  vacant 
chair.  "Heard  from  Sym  lately?" 

A  sudden  confusion  of  shouts  in  the  kitchen  inter¬ 
rupted  her*  and  she  left*  her  face  tightening  with  anger. 

Lina  finished  her  lunch  quickly*  and  putting  on 
her  things*  went  into  the  waiting  room.  Looking  through 
the  window*  she  saw  that  Brenner  was  filling  the  radiator 
of  the  old  car  with  hot  water  from  a  kettle. 

"Hop  in*"  he  called*  as  she  opened  the  door,  "i'll 
b©  right  back." 

He  came  out  of  the  hotel  with  a  huge  coat  draped 
around  his  thin  shoulders*  and  a  shovel  in  his  m  ttened 
hands.  As  he  climbed  into  the  front  seat*  the  great  bull 
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head  of  T-uStav  Hanson  slowed  itself  at  the  door.  Lina 
turned  the  other  way,  pulling  up  her  coat -collar® 

"Brenner i"  Gustav  shouted.  "Mind  you  bring  them 
hams l  And  don’t  pay  too  much l "  The  motor  roared,  the 
rattling  old  vehicle  shook,  groaned,  and  leapt  forward. 

Twenty-five  miles  to  Bridgeville.  They  had  started 
at  one.  After  they  had  covered  ten  miles,  the  car  stopped 
dead.  The  man  got  out,  patient,  efficient.  The  woman  sat 
silent,  stiff,  her  eyes  half  closed  against  the  dismal  scene. 
The  motow  started  up  again  on  Brenner* s  old  bus,  and  they 
moved  on.  The  man  chewed  steadily,  his  gaze  on  the  road  with 
its  icy  ruts.  But  further  on  there  were  drifts,  and  they  had 
to  shovel.  Lina  set  her  shoulder  to  the  back  of  the  car..... 

At  a  quarter  to  five,  she  walked  into  a  little  office 
where  a  greyish  man  sat  at  a  desk.  The  warm  air  of.  the 
place  smelled  of  dust  and  horses.  A  fellow  in  a  buffalo 
coat  was  arguing  volubly  bout  a  lease,  but  he  finished  at 
last.  Lina  placed  the  papers  and  her  ten  dollars  on  the 
desk. 

"l*ve  come  to  file  my  homestead." 

The  grey  man  went  on  making  notations  in  a  book.  After 
a  moment,  he  glanced  over  the  papers.  He  said  condescending¬ 
ly 

"Well,  you»re  too  late.  That  thing  ran  out  two  days 

ago." 


■  '■  '  -  t 
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He  went  on  making  marks  in  his  book*  But  a  woman’s 
furious  shouting  filled  the  room*  "You  count  them  days 
over,  you  damn  blockhead  I " 

The  eyes  of  the  grey  man  widened*  He  saw  before 
him  a  big  woman,  almost  grotesquely  dressed,  her  eye -lids 
red -rimmed  by  the  cold,  her  face  coarsened  by  wind  and 
weather.  With  madly  blazing  eyes  and  clenched  fists  she 
bent  over  the  desk.  The  papers  shook  in  his  hand  as  he 
studied  them  again,  carefully,  making  figures  on  a  pad. 

At  five  minutes  to  five,  he  said  humbly,  "l  beg  your  pardon, 
Madam.  You  are  on  time  after  all.  Would  you  kindly  sign 
here 

While  Brenner  finished  his  business,  Lina  spent 
a  precious  fifty  cents  on  a  good  supper,  and  another  fifty 
on  candy  and  ginger-snaps  for  Irs.  Knife. 

"Weather’s  git tin*  colder,"  Brenner  announced 
as  they  started  up  for  Bear  Trap*  "Gonna  be  a  bad  spell. j 

The  woman  smiled  grimly.  "Bad  spell?  You  haven’t 
seen  nothing.  Spring's  coming.  Didn't  you  know?" 


3. 

With  the  baby  on  her  hip,  Martha  scraped  some  of 
the  frost  off  the  south  window  with  her  free  haul,  and 
peered  out  anxiously.  Her  face  looked  drawn  and  terrified. 
Benjie  lay  on  his  bed,  very  still,  so  still  that  she  wondered 
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If  he  still  bre  tiled .  Poppy  whimpered,  rooking  herself 
miserably  on  a  bench* 

"Your  i  other *  s  coming  I n  Martha  cried  from  the  window, 
her  voice  full  of  relief* 

The  little  girl  came  running  to  look.  Martha  put 
the  baby  down  on  the  floor,  and  snatching  up  a  coat,  went 
outside.  iueen  pranced  with  eagerness,-  and  Lina  waved, 
sitting  stiffly  in  the  saddle. 

"Didn*t  get  froze  up,  ©h?"  She  had  stopped,  and  was 
trying  to  dismount. 

" 1  t  houg ht  you  *  d  ne  ver  c  one  , " 

The  woman  clambered  wearily  down.  "Well,  I  made  it." 

"Go  on  in,  Lina •  I 1 11  take  the  horse . 

"i  sure  am  wore  out." 

Martha  took  the  reins.  "Lina......  Benjie,  he*s 

worse.  He  looks  bad  to  me." 

The  woman  looked  into  the  girl»s  frightened  eyes, 

"Take  the  hors«  she  said  quietly,  (tI»ll  look  after 
baddy."  As  she  turned  towards  the  house.  Poppy  came  running 
out,  bareheaded. 

"Mumr  ie,  Gramp  wants  you l"  she  cried. 

Lina  pulled  her  inside,  feeling  ready  to  drop  with 
weariness.  Taking  off  her  coat  and  mitts,  she  sat  down  at 
3en jie »s  side,  feeling  his  pulse  and  silently  chafing  his 
lands .  When  Martha  came  in,  Lina  said,  without  looking  up, 
'i’ll  have  to  go  for  Mrs.  Waters. 
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” Isaiah* s  mother  is  ujjat  01©nski*s The  girl 
picked  up  her  crying  baby  and  sat  down  on  the  rocking  chair, 
"I  was  going  to  go,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  leave  them  all 

alone  • " 

!,I  guess  Clenski(s  pretty  sick  again,  hut  I  got  to 
get  %s.  Waters  just  the  same/  Lina  put  on  her  coat, 

,fI*ll  harness  up  the  team,”  Martha  laid  the  infant 
in  the  bedroom  and  poured  n  cup  of  coffee  for  Lina  before  she 
wert  out.  Poppy,  who  had  been  wandering  about,  forgotten, 
resumed  her  rocking  and  whi  perirg. 

,fStop  that  crying  this  minute l”  her  mother  scolded. 
She  drank  the  coffee,  beside  the  mound  of  unwashed  dishes 
on  the  table,  "Couldn*t  even  do  up  a  few  chores l" 

Along  the  five  miles  up  to  Olenski’s,  the  trail  was 
broken  and  the  ten  fresh,  so  that  they  went  along  at  a  good 
clip.  The  woman  felt  almost  devoid  of  thought,  as  though 
the  cold  had  numbed  her  mind  as  well  as  her  body.  Wrapped 
in  a  horsehide  robe,  she  sat  still  in  a  kind  of  apathy  until 
she  pulled  up  at  last  at  the  log  shack  half  hidden  in  brush 
and  snow.  In  answer  to  her  knock,  Mrs,  Jlenski,  looking 
smaller  and  more  peaked  than  ever,  opened  the  door  and 
beckoned  her  to  come  in. 

In  the  tiny  one -roomed  house,  with  its  single  window, 
dull  now  with  coatings  of  frost,  the  bed  occupied  half  the 
space.  Here  Qlenski  lay,  tossing  with  fever,  his  arm  in 
dirty  bandages.  As  the  door  closed,  the  cabin  seemed  very 
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dark*  and  Lina  could  just  make  out  the  forms  of  hike  and 
his  elder,  half-wit  brother  outlined  against  the  window. 
They  sprawled  over  the  table  on  which  clustered  unwashed 
dishes ,  the  remains  of  the  last  meal,  and  two  orange  cats 
licking  up  the  crumbs.  Mike  sat  up  rigidly  when  he  recog¬ 
nized  the  visitor*  On  the  floor  in  one  corner  a  hen 
clucked  noisily,  her  feathers  fluffed  out  against  the  cold 
Filthy  smelly  garments  hung  from  the  rafters,  and  among 
them,  Mrs.  Olenski  moved,  taking  bread  out  of  the  oven  of 
a  little  stove.  V/hen  her  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the 
gloom,  Lina  found  Mrs.  Waters  sitting  on  a  large  rock  that 
protruded  fro  the  dirt  floor.  She  puffed  contentedly  at 
a  vile  pipe . 

(,^h  you  got  to  come,  Mrs.  haters .  Daddy* s  worse. 

He  looks  awful.11 

The  old  woman  knocked  out  her  pipe  without  a  word, 
and  got  up,  tying  on  her  red  shawl  over  her  grey  braided 
hair,  and  wrapping  herself  in  her  heavy  blanket.  She  moved 
to  Olenski* s  side,  putting  her  hand  on  his  forehead. 

"He  is  all  right  by  to-morrow. " 

Again  the  cold  drive.  Long  and  monotonous  the 
trail  seemed.  It  was  get  ing  dark  now,  but  the  horses  trot 
ted  eagerly  in  the  direction  of  home.  A  light  shone  from 
the  window.  While  the  old  woman  made  her  way  to  the  house 
Lina  fumbled  about,  putting  the  team  in,  bedding  down  the 
animals  for  the  night,  moving  slowly  and  mechanically. 
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When  she  entered  the  cabin,  it  seemed  terribly  silent  » 
Martha  shivered  beside  the  stove,  pale  and  frightened. 

From  the  bedside,  Mrs.  Waters  looked  into  Lima  *s  haggard 

face . 

"Old  man  dead." 

"Yes  ." 

Poppy  lay  curled  up  asleep  on  the  foot  of  the  bed, 
her  face  tear-stained  and  dirty,  Mrs .  Waters  put  a  gnarled 
hand  tenderly  in  the  golden  hair,  her  fathomless  eyes  on 

the  child *s  mother. 

"Little  girl  not  feel  so  good." 

The  white  w Oman  straightened,  towering  above  them 

all. 

"it*  11  be  a  cold  day  to  put  him  in  his  grave,'1  she 

whispered. 


CHAPTER  TEN 

-  !. 

While  the  child  still  slept,  the  three  women  moved 
Benjie  into  the  bed-room,  covering  his  peaceful  face,  and 
darkening  the  room,  drawing  the  curtains  over  the  window 
and  t lie  door.  Putting  the  sleeping  baby  beside  the  little 
girl,  Martnu  built  up  the  fire  and  made  coffee,  while  Lina, 
complete^  exhausted,  still  in  her  outer  clothes,  sat  on  the 
trunk,  leaning  against  the  wall.  Mrs.  Waters,  having  laid 
aside  her  own  blanket  and  shawl,  untied  the  scarf  from 
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Lina’s  head. 

’'Could  you  take  Poppy  home  with  you?”  the  white 
woman  asked ,  gazing  fixedly  ahead  of  her*  “X  don’t  want 

the  kid  to  see  him*" 

"I  take  her.'  the  old  woman  nodded*  "But  take  off 
the  coat,  and  you  must  rest*” 

Lina  took  off  her  things  with  slow,  tired  motions* 
Everything  seamed  unreal*  Mrs *  Waters,  her  mauve  print 
dress  and  unadorned  moccasins,  her  leathery  face  and  grey 
bands  of  hair.  Martha  putting  strips  of  bacon  into  the 
frying  pan,  setting  the  table,  moving  about  softly  in  her 
brightly  embroidered  moccasins,  averting  her  frightened 
grey  eyes,  letting  her  thick  dark  hair  hang  about  her  face* 
The  children,  one  pale  and  golden,  the  other  dark,  lying 
side  by  side  on  the  foot  of  the  bed  under  the  patch-work 
quilt  with  its  gay  pieces.  The  clock  ticking  on,  as  though 
hurrying . 

Already  t  ie  house  was  darkening,  each  window  grey 
and  colourless.  'Jut side,  the  dog,  Gypsy,  raised  his 
pointed  nose  to  the  dull  sky,  and  howled  despairingly.  Some 
how  the  plo.ce  seemed  c old;  Martha  was  not  a  good  firemaker. 
Feeling  an  almost  appalling  weariness,  Lina  arose,  walking 
hevily  to  the  stove  tc  stir  the  logs.  Immediately  she  had 
shaken  the  grates,  poked  at  the  wood,  and  put  on  more  fuel, 
the  fire  beg  n  to  roar.  Mrs .  Waters  lighted  the  lamp, 
setting  it  on  the  table  beside  a  great  mound  of  bread. 
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Gently  she  cajoled  Lina  into  eating  some  bread  and  meat, 
and  drinking  quantities  of  hot  coffee, 

"Jay  brings  Sven  to-morrow,"  she  said.  "Sven,  he 

tells  you  what  to  do." 

Lina  leaned  her  cheek  against  her  hand.  Her  heavy 
fair  hair  was  dulled,  coming  out  in  loops  from  the  thick 
coil  at  the  back*  Her  face  was  drawn  and  greyish.  She 
looked  old  about  the  eyes,, 

"You  want  to  stay  alone?"  Martha  asked,  helping 
herself  to  another  large  slice  of  bread. 

"Yes.  I  want  nobody  with  me."  The  white  woman 
roused  herself,  straightening  her  shoulders.  " I  got  to  get 
the  kid's  clothes  out.  1*11  fix  her  a  lurch  for  school 
to-morrow ." 

Shortly  after  the  women  had.  washed  the  accumulation 
of  dirty  dishes,  Loppy  suddenly  awoke,  sitting  up  blinking 

In  the  light. 

"Vherefs  Gramp?0  was  her  first  question. 

"Shlil"  Martha  warned.  "He»s  sleeping,  and  you 
musn*t  wake  ham  up."  She  sat  down  on  the  bed,  putting  her 
arm  about  the  child.  "You're  coining  on  a  visit  to  our  place 
to  stay  all  night. 

Poppy  rubbed  her  eyes,  scarcely  awake. 

"Come  and  wash,"  her  mother  said  quietly,  as  she 
poured  hot  water  into  the  wash-basin* 
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Martha  wrapped  the  si  eping  baby  In  his  blanket , 
while  the  little  girl  got  ready  for  the  unexpected  visit. 

The  house  seemed  unnaturally  quiet.  Mrs.  Waters  sat  on  the 
edge  of  the  wood -box  before  the  stove ,  peacefully  smoking 
her  pip©,  watching  Lina  brushing  Poppy* s  hair. 

"Is  it  school  to-morrow?”  the  child  asked,  pulling 
on  her  red  sweater. 

“Yes.  There *s  your  lunch.”  Her  mother  put  the 

»  ■  ,  '"••• 

lunch -pail  on  the  table.  ^’Theress  your  coat  and  toque,  and 

your  mitts  are  be  M  the  stove.” 

While  the  others  were  getting  ready,  Lina  wrapped  up 
some  bread  and  cheese  and  a  few  cookies. 

“You  can  eat  this  when  you  get  there. r  She  handed 
the  package  to  Poppy.  "And  give  some  to  Jay,” 

She  watc  led  them  go  off  into  the  cold  night,  Martha 
carrying  the  baby,  Mrs.  aters  huddling  into  her  blanket. 
Poppy  trailing  after  them,  their  shoulders  hunched  against 
the  cold  as  the,  disappeared  into  the  darkness.  They  would 
hurry  down  the  snowy  trail,  she  knew .  And  soon,  before  the 
blazing  fire,  the  children  would  eat  the  lunch  she  had  made 
for  them,  while  hurt  ha  told  them  wild  stories  about  wolves, 
and  Mrs.  atoms  sat  on  the  floor  beside  them,  smoking  inter¬ 
minably  a no  'ill  played  solitaire,  and  perhaps  had  a  drink 
of  moonshine  and  a  bite  or  two  of  bread  and  cheese. 

Lina  called  to  the  dog.  She  could  just  see  his  d  rk 
form  against  the  snow  by  the  gate.  But  he  trotted  off. 
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How  cold  it  v/as/  She  closed  the  door*  and  stood  with  her 
back  to  the  stove*  chilled  through*  worn  out*  and  terribly 
alone.  Outside*  the  dog  howled  in  low*  heart-breaking 

tones , 


2. 

When  she  looked  back  later*  the  days  that  followed 
always  seemed  somewhat  vague  in  her  mind*  the  events  con¬ 
fused.  She  could  remember  the  mist  and  the  grey  morning 
when  Sven  appeared*  driving  a  team  of  inpatient  black 
horses  on  the  snowy  trail.  In  his  heavy  dark  mackinaw 
and  fur  hat*  his  enormous  4±i  fur  mitts  with  cuffs  to  the 
elbow,  he  stood  up  in  the  low  sleigh  holding  in  the  lively 
blacks.  Even  then  she  noticed  how  red  his  cheeks  were* 
as  he  shouted  to  Gypsy  who  barked  furiously  upon  his 
arrival*  stiff  and  angry  inside  the  yard.  And  later*  Sven 
sat  drinking  coffee*  his  bright  yellow  hair  vivid  in  the 
cheerless  little  house.  She  was  wan  and  colourless* 
dressed  in  overalls  and  an  unbecoming  black  sweater.  Her 
hands  out st re to ho A  on  the  table*  were  chapped  and  work- 
worn.  She  felt  l' a  tired  that  she  could  scarcely  follow 
what  he  was  saying  about  the  arrangements  for  the  funeral. 
Hie  foreman  vnu  a  carpenter  and  would  make  the  coffin. 

There  was  a  burping  plot  down  the  road  from  his  place  where 
several  of  the  old  people  who  had  died  in  the  district 
were  buried.  Word  rust  be  sent  to  Tudor . . 
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And  then  suddenly,  he  had  stopped  talking  about 
these  details ,  and  came  to  sit  beside  her  on  the  bench  at 
the  table.  She  thought  how  pleasantly  he  smelled,  of 

tobacco  and  soap. 

"Divorce  him,  and  marry  me,"  Sven  said. 

She  looked  at  him,  bewildered. 

"He*s  gone  and  left  you.  How  does  he  think  si 

. 

woman  lives  in  this  country,  alone?" 

"Sym?" 

"Yes  Sym.’[ 

"Lina........." 

She  shook  her  head,  wearily.  "Ho,  Sven.  Xs  ve  had 

all  I  want  of  men. 1 

"D’you  think  I»d  treat  you  like  this?  Leaving  you 

. 

all  alone  to  get  along  how  you. could?" 

" haybe  you  wouldn  *  t • " 

"it’s  tough  co  ntry,  Lina,  even  for  a  man.  And 

. 

for  you  alone . .why,  it  would  take  all  the  woman  out 

of  you.  But  you  and  me,  we  could  do  anything  I" 

She  had  a  distinct  remembrance  of  those  words,  and 
of  his  fine  vivid  face  as  he  said  them.  She  put  her  head 

down  on  the  table. 

"Oh,  I»m  so  tired,  so  tired. i! 

She  had  complete  confidence  in  him  that  he  would 
take  care  of  everything,  as  he  did.  She  remembered  watching 
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him  drive  away,  taking  her  dead  with  him.  The  black 
horses,  the  strong  figure  of  the  man  driving  them,  the 
sleigh,  the  burden  it  held,  moved  through  the  bl  ak,  leaf¬ 
less  trees,  rounded  the  bend  in  the  road,  and  was  out  of 

sight . 

She  remembered  that  the  day  of  the  funeral  was 
colder  than  any  she  had  ever  known.  A  bitter  wind  blew 
sleet  into  the  faces  of  the  people  where  they  stood  at  the 
open  grave.  She  looked  about,  dazedly,  at  the  small 
respectful  crowd.  Pete  Panachuk.  And  his  wife,  white  and 
weak  froi  a  recent  confinement  *  Sven  Jensen  .  Jack  Knife. 
Mrs.  Waters  and  Bill  1  anydogs ,  and  some  other  neighbors 
whom  she  scarcely  knew.  Tudor  lolkes.  And  Constable 
Trevors  from  Bridgevilie.  The  men  took  off  their  hats  while 
Tudor  read  from  a  small  Bible : 

MI  am  the  resurrection  and  the  life.....5’  His 
shaggy  dark  curls  blew  about  in  the  wind.  His  face  was 
gaunt  and  thin.  The  young  Mount ie  burrowed  down  into  the 
collar  of  his  buffalo  coat. 

Sven  filled  in  the  grave.  In  his  buckskin  coat  and 
fur  cap.  Bill  Manydogs  watched  him,  his  tie  ad  bowed  low. 

"My  heart  is  sore,  so  sore,  '  he  said.  "And  the 
fiddle  gone  too,  in  a  poker  game.' 

When  it  was  over,  Tudor  pulled  up  his  parka  hood 
over  his  cap.  He  shook  hands  with  Lina,  a  sad  compassionate 
expression  in  his  eyes. 
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e:I  am  glad  to  have  met  you,  Mrs.  Ashley. ...  .H© 
was  a  good  old  man.,.  ..They  don’t  come  much  "better..... 

Drop  In' to  see  me  when  spring  comes.  He  would  have  liked 
that  «!s 

And  when  she  went  to  settle  with  Sven,  he  shook  his 
head.  "Fifteen  dollars,  to  pay  the  carpenter  any  time 
you  got  it,  Lina.,...’5  Panachuk  was  waiting  to  drive  her 
in  his  cutter.  Sven  shouldered  the  shovel.  "it  will  be  so 
lonely  for  a  woman.  e  could  start  over,  you  and  me......" 

She  gave  a  bitter  laugh.  "No  use  talking  about  that 
againl" 

A^out  them,  teams  and  sleighs  were  departing  through 
the  deep  snow  in  the  bush  trails,  Mrs.  Panachuk  had 
settled  herself  for  the  drive,  while  Pete  took  the  blankets 
off  .the  horses.  Sven  turned  away.  She  remembered  watching 
him  leap  Into  his  cutter,  shouting  to  his  fine  black  horses. 

At  Panachuk’ s,  she  got  her  own  team  out  of  the  barn. 
Poppy,  in  her  red  toque  and  coat,  came  slowly  out  of  the 
house  where  she  had  been  staying  with  Olga  during  the 
burial. 

Her  mother  helped  her  up. 

"Come  on.  Child.  Let’s  get  going.  '7 

"Olga  says  I  won’t  see  Gramp  no  more.’7 

Lina  started  her  horses. 

nN0,  he’s  gone.  Poppy. if  She  looked  sharply  at  the 
child.  The  ittle  girl  buried  her  white  peaked  face  in  the 
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robe,  closing  her  eyes  as  though  to  sleep  on  the  cold  trip 
home . 

CHAPTER  ELEVEN 

A  gentle  wind  blew  over  the  silent  land;  and  the 
breath  of  the  wind  was  tender  for  the  first  time  in  long 
months.  The  new  warmth  brought  a  soft  s hade  of  blue -grey 
to  the  clouds,  and  tinted  the  shadows  in  the  snow.  And  the 
wind  stirred  the.  tree -tops  where  bird  cries  and  whistling 
and  twittering  were  like  the  happy  exchanging  of  greetings 
of  friends  who  have  been  snow-bound  and  now  set  free,  to 
meet  and  gossip  and  exclaim.  Deeply  hidden,  the  horned 
owl  hooted  in  low  throbbing  tones.  And  then  the  wild  geese 
passed  over.  The  sky  was  alive  with  the  beat  of  their 
wings  and  the  noise  of  their  honking.  Their  voices  called 
into  the  quiet  forest  with  waking  thrilling  cries  as  though 
bringing  great  news. 

With  his  rifle  in  his  hand,  Isaiah  emerged  from  the 
depths  of  :is  trapper  shack  half  under  ground  and  mounded 
over  with  snow.  Far  away  he  could  hear  the  weird  clamour 
of  the  geose,  and  his  keen  eyes  probed  the  sky  above  the 
trees .  A  team  of  dogs  pulling  a  toboggan  appeared  from  out 
of  the  bush,  and  pre  ently  the  gaunt  dark  figure  of  Jack 
Knife.  Still  watching  the  sky,  Isaiah  went  towards  them. 
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At  a  shout  from  their  owner,  the  dogs  stopped,  lying  down 
in  disorder  in  the  snow,  their  long  red  tongues  hanging 
out,  their  slanting  eyes  half  closed*  The  men  moved  slowly 
together,  and  when  they  were  near  enough,  conversed  in  low 
tones,  sometimes  making  signs  with  their  hands,  laughing 
at  jokes  but  half  implied*  T  hey  s  oked,  luxuriating  in 
each  puff,  wafting  a  fragrance  of  tobacco  smoke  into  the  air 
about  them* 

"He  comes  back/'  Jack  said  again,,  UA  long  time 
he  is  gone 

They  meditated  on  these  words  in  silence.  Then  the 
honking  of  the  geese  came  closer,  and  above  their  heads,  a 
flock  of  the  great  birds  came  into  sight,  ^he  men  looked  up, 
roused  out  of  their  indolence.  Jack  made  excited  gestures. 
Among  the  haunting  cries  of  living  creatures,  sounded  the 
short  crack  of  a  rifle,  and  then  another,  while  the  birds 
rose  in  terror,  clamouring  over  the  forest,  leaving  their 
dead  behind  them. 


2. 

Pete  Panachuk  stood  up  in  his  low  sled,  holding  in 
horses  that  were  eager  to  dash  along  the  last  two  miles 
from  town.  When  he  saw  Ek  bringing  Emil  in  the  cutter  home 
from  school,  he  pulled  in  his  team  sharply,  stopping  to  let 
Ek  come  abreast  of  him  on  the  narrow  road. 
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'De  geese,  c%  go  over*  Pete  blinked  up  at  the  sky* 

"Feels  like  spring, "  said  k  dreamily* 

"It  is  spring,"  the  boy  piped  up.  "it’s  the  first 
day  of  spring.  Teaoher  said." 

"What1 a  new  in  town?"  Ek  asked,  reaching  for  his 
tobacco  pouch. 

"Whoa!"  Pete  s /routed,  pulling  on  the  lines  as  his 
team  moved  restlessly.  "Lucky  Strike, he's  back." 

The  men  were  silent  for  a  moment.  Ek  struck  a  match 
on  the  sole  of  his  boot. 

"lie’s  in  town?" 

"Won  a  horse  off  Cy." 

Ek  shook  his  head.  "Still  lucky,  eh?'"'  .  hat  will  she 

3ay,  I  wonder?" 

Pete’g  team  refused  to  stand,  and  the  sleds  swung  off 
in  different  directions.  Just  past  the  school,  Pete  slowed 
to  let  Oiga  and  the  boys  jump  on. 

"Did  you  see  the  geese  go  over?"  Olga  cried  with 
shining  eyes. 

"The  geese!  the  geese!"  the  boys  shouted,  each 
trying  to  tell  his  story  at  the  same  tiise. 

" I  think  I  got  geese  right  here,"  Pete  said  good- 
naturedly. 

"There’s  Sven  Jensen  stopping  at  the  school,"  Olga 
exclaimed  as  the  sled  passed  behind  a  clump  of  trees  that 
blocked  her  view. 
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3. 

At  the  sound  of  footsteps.  Miss  Hughes  glanced  up 
fro;  her  stack  of  exercise  books.  She  flushed  when  she  saw 
Sven,  and  her  look  was  warm  with  welcome .  He  flung  his  fur 
hat  and  leather  mitts  on  a  desk  at  the  back  of  the  room 
and  came  up  to  her  with  an  armful  of  mail. 

n0h  it*s  good  tc  see  you. .... .With  all  that  mail, 

I  mean,'*  she  added  with  a  quick  laugh. 

He  sat  down  before  her,  leafing  through  a  text -bock, 
squeezing  himself  uncomfortably  into  the  small  seat,  his 
great  frame  seeming  larger  by  contrast. 

"I  thought  this  letter  would  never  get  here,t;  Ethel 
remarked,  turning  over  one  of  the  envelopes  and  looking 
thoughtfully  at  it.  rSo  muc  of  a  woman *s  life  is  spent  in 
waiting.” 

He  snot  her  a  swift  look,  his  eyes  intensely  blue  and 
alert.  But  she  looked  through  the  other  pieces  of  mail, 
handling  each  with  an  interest  that  was  almost  e  otion. 

"Did  you  he  r  the  geese  go  over?"  she  asked.  "I  could 
hardly  get  the  children  to  stay  3n school  for  the  rest  of  the 
afternoon." 

Be  threw  down  the  book.  "it's  like  spring  to-day." 

Ethel  looked  out  of  the  window  at  the  soft  greyed 
bints  of  the  ?„andscape.  "it *11  be  good  to  see  it  at  last." 

"X0u  wouldn  * t  want  to  go  t trough  another  winter  like 
/hat ?"  he  asked  anxiously.  "You  don't  like  our  country?" 
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Ethel  tor©  the  wrapper  from  a  magazine  and  straightened 
her  glasses  with  a  chalk -greyed  hand. 

"I  like  your  cou  try,  Sven,  I  like  it....."  She 
paused,  pushing  a  set  of  Arithmetic  books  aside,  "It’s 
good  to  be . well,  building  up  something  worthwhile,” 

" Just  why  I  like  to  be  doing  the  breaking,*  Sven  said, 
gripping  a  pencil  in  his  big  hand,  "Ethel. ••• .you  know  me 
pretty  well  now..... ' 

The  colour  flooded  her  cheeks,  bringing  a  flash  of 
beauty  to  her  plain  face.  She  sat  silent,  her  eyes  on  his 
bright  bent  head.  >t  the  sound  of  the  muted  beating  of 
hoofs,  they  both  glanced  up  at  the  window.  A  rider  on  a 

bay  mare  went  by. 

"he's  a  stranger,  isn’t  he?"  Ethel  asked,  watching 
the  rider  go  on  down  the  road. 

But  Sven  turned  quickly  away  with  some  hardness  in 

his  look • 

"I  got  to  be  honest  with  you,  Ethel,"  he  said.  "i 
asked  Lina  first  becau  e  I  thought  you  wouldn’t  like  to  get 
stuck  up  here  in  the  bush,  ’with  all  your  education  and 

everything . I’m  only  telling  you,  Ethel,  so  she  won’t 

never  be  able  to  throw  it  up  to  you,  and  you  not  knowing..." 

lie  looked  into  her  face,  his  eyes  desperately  pleading. 

”1  never  got  much  education.  I  never  got  time.  I 
had  to  go  and  work.  But  I’m  not  so  dumb.... I  read.... 

Ethel,  it’s  so  God-awful  lonely  for  a  man. 


And  I’d  be 
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good  to  a  woman.” 

She  looked  on  him  with  compassion,  but  with  a  great 

sadness . 

"I  was  a  fool,  -thel,  he  muttered. 

She  put  her  hand  on  his  forehead,  pushing  back  the 
bright  hair  as  though  he  were  a  child.  Faintly  they  could 
hear  the  honking  of  geese  far  away  in  the  forest. 


4. 

Sym  Ashley  heard  them  too  as  he  rode  down  the 
wooded  trail  on  the  bay  mare,  lie  slumped  in  the  saddle 
as  though  he  were  very  weary,  and  his  face  revealed  tired 
lines  about  the  eyes  and  mouth.  He  clirdbed  down  stiffly 
at  the  gate  he  had  made  himself,  looking  about  curiously 
at  the  rail  fences,  and  at  the  well  tramped  snow  in  the 
yard.  After  he  had  put  the  horse  in  the  barn,  he  walked 
around  to  the  door  of  the  house,  runoing  his  hands  over 
the  logs  as  he  went,  trying  the  chinking  with  his  fingers 
to  see  how  it  held, 

luietly,  he  opened  the  door,  and  his  step  with  the 
jinglo  of  riding  spurs,  sounded  on  the  bare  boards.  Poppy 
sat  on  the  wood-box,  reading  by  the  stove  with  the  dog  at 
her  feet.  The  kitchen  smelled  warm  and  sweet  as  tho  gh  it 
held  the  fragrance  of  many  bakings  of  good  things.  The 
clock  ticked  musically  on  the  wall  by  the  window.  But  at 
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the  sound,  of  Spin’s  coming,  the  dog  sprang  up  with  a  low 
bark.  Staring  at  the  stranger,  the  child  dropped  her  book# 
Suddenly,  Gypsy  leaped  upon  him,  barking  and  whimpering 

in  glad  recognition* 

"Down,  Boyl"  Syra  cried.  "Don’t  you  know  me.  Poppy?" 
His  old  gay  laugh  rang  out.  Whirling  his  hat  on  to  the 
trunk  in  the  corner,  he  came  towards  her  with  his  jingling 
hearty  walk,  bending  down,  holding  out  his  arms,  while  the 
dog  jumped  playfully  about  aim, 

"  "Syml"  the  little  girl  said  wonder ingly*  And  then 
s lie  ran  to  him,  crying.  "Daddyi  Daddy |u  and  flung  her  arms 
about  his  neck. 

"Where’s  your  i  other?"  he  asked  pres  ntly,  as  he 


sat  with  Poppy  on  his  knee. 


She  slid  her  hand  up  and  down  the  shoulder  of  his 

leather  jacket. 


"jay  and  me  forgot  to  shut  tne  gate,  and  the  horses 
got  out.  Mother  went  to  get  them.  5 

He  smiled.  His  hard  frost-bitten  face  had  a  charm 

about  it • 

"Was  she  mad  at  you?" 

"Yes."  But  the  child  looked  radiant.  "Are  you  home 
for  keeps  now.  Daddy?" 

"Hm.  Do  you  want  to  see  what  I  brought  for  you. 


Poppy?  A  plumb  gentle  horse  all  your  own  to  ride  to  school." 


- 

- 


' 
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She  jumped  down,  eager  and  excited,  her  cheeks 
nearly  matching  her  red  sweater.  "Let  me  see.  Let  me  see." 

She  ran  happily  by  his  side  as  he  strode  to  the 
barn.  He  lifted  her  on  to  the  rnarefs  back  in  the  chillly 

gloom. 

"Well,  how  is  it?  Her  name  * s  Big -Enough-Girl#  Like 

her?" 

Poppy  wound  her  hands  in  the  thick  mane,  ands3id  to 
the  ground.  The  horse  rubbed  a  velvet  nose  on  the  child  fs 

shoulder. 

. "Will  she  take  oats  out  of  my  hand?" 

"She  sure  enough  will." 

Back  at  the  house,  Sym  built  up  the  dying  fire  while 
the  little  girl  laid  the  table  for  supper.  The  house  be¬ 
gan  to  darken,  while  through  the  window,  the  trees  were 
black  outlines  against  the  grey-blue  sky.  The  wind  was 
rising.  Then  the  work  horses  plunged  through  the  yard  with 
a  great  pounding  of  hoofs .  Lina,  in  overalls  and  an  old 
sweater,  followed  on  foot  leading  Hueen  with  the  yearling 
close  behind. 

While  the  horses  gathered  at  the  water  trough,  the 

Qjeen- 

woman  went  to  the  barn  to  unsaddle  «£a»dy .  She  stopped  ®hort 
at  the  sight  of  the  new  mare,  for  a  moment,  and  then  went 
on  with  her  work#  When  Lina  had  uncinched,  strong  hands 
took  the  heavy  saddle  from  her,  and  she  f  elt  the  lightness 
of  a  burden  eased.  In  the  murkiness  of  the  barn,  she 
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turned  to  find  herself  face  to  face  with  Sym. 

He  threw  the  saddle  down,  and  she  caught  the  gleam 

of  his  eyes, 

"  Lina  .......  I » v@  c om©  back  * !? 

There  was  a  strained  unnatural  silence  between  them 
as  they  stood  near  each  other,  and  the  horses  moved  about, 

waiting  to  be  fed. 

r 

"You’ve  been  in  and  seen  the  kid?"  Lina  asked  at 

length. 

"Of  course.  I  wanted  to  see  her." 

"Had  supper?"  There  was  a  coldness  in  her  tone  as 
though  she  spoke  to  a  benighted  stranger® 
niW\  He  touched  her  shoulder. 

"We  could  have  a  talk  when  the  kid’s  in  bed,"  she 
told  him,  reacuing  for  the  pitchfork.  But  he  took  it  from 
her  • 

"l*ll  do  up  the  chorse,  Lina,  ' 

She  turned  her  face  away.  ?rI»d  be  glad.  I’m  that 

tired." 


5. 

Ten  musical  notes  sounded  from  the  china  clock. 

Lina  sat  knitting  by  the  pool  of  light  from  the  coal-oil 
lamp  on  the  table.  Th©  light  mad©  her  hair  gleam  a  dull 
gold,  but  tired  shadows  showed  about  her  eyes.  Her  face 
was  thin  and  sharp. 
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l?I  guess  I  got  no  right  to  say  *  couldn’t  help  it*" 
Syta  sat  on  the  trunk,,  a  cloud  of  cigarette  smoke  about 
his  head.  nI  got  pulled  into  a  deal  that  turned  out  to 
be  crooked.  And  I  owed  money  and  didn’t  have  none.  Be¬ 
lieve  me,  Lina,  I  had  to  do  what  1  did.  I  had  to  work 
for  that  fellow  and  square  things  up.  If  I  hadn’t,  it 
might  of  meant  jail." 

"You  and  your  deals , !f  Lina  sighed. 

"That’s  right.  I  shouldn’t  of  got  into  it  in  the 
first  place.  But  holy  bald-headed,  we  needed  cash  so 


"It  wouldn’t  of  mattered  so  much  about  the  deal,  Sym, ” 
Lina  declared,  tugging  out  some  wool  from  the  tight  grey 
ball.  "But  what  gets  me  is  you  never  let  us  know  nothing 
where  you  was.  You  might  of  been  dead  for  all  I  know.  f 
Sym  watched  her  broodingly  from  behind  the  smoke. 

"I  didn’t  want  to  writ©  a  long  story  of  how  I  was  in 
trouble.  I  wanted  to  get  square  first.  If  I  wrote,  you 
might  not  believe  me  then." 

The  woman  put  down  her  knitting,  holding  up  her  free 
needle  as  though  she  held  a  weapon. 

"But  you  loft  me  just  when  everything  was  tough.  Just 
like  you  didn’t  care  what  happened  to  me  and  the  kid.  I 
had  to  fight  for  that  hay land  like  I  was  a  man,  and  leave 
Benjie  dying.......”  Her  voice  broke.  "Now  everything’s 

easier,  you  come  back." 
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He  leaned  forward,  stepping  on  his  cigarette  butt. 

"Is  everything  so  easy?  Lina,  you  need  me  bad.  And  there ’s 

the  kid  too." 

"What  about .. . .... .that  woman,  Holly?"  Lina  burst 

out .  "I  want  to  know  what  was  between  you  and  that  woman." 

"There  was  nothing  between  us l"  Sym  growled  angrily. 
"She  likes  to  think  every  man  is  crazy  about  her.  Didn’t 
you  hear  she  ran  off  with  Jim  Nelson  a  couple  of  weeks  ago?" 
"Ran  off?" 

"That’s  right.  Gus  didn’t  even  go  after  her.  She’ll 
never  come  back." 

Lina  began  knitting  again. 

"Qh,  I  don’t  know,  Sym.  You  let  me  down  so  bad.  And 
everybody  knows.  People  feels  sorry  for  me®  Sven  Jensen, 
ho  wanted  to  marry  me."  She  spoke  rather  defiantly. 

Sym  smiled,  looking  at  her  with  admiring  eyes. 

"Just  goes  to  show  he  knows  a  good  article  when  he 
sees  it." 

"You  and  your  fine  words,"  she  scoffed. 

But  he  seemed  surer  of  himself  now. 

"l»m  all  squared  up,  Lina,  and  I  could  start  right." 
"There’s  the  drink  and  the  gambling,"  the  woman 

said  wearily. 

"But  we’re  far  from  town.  And  Lina,  I’m  trying® 
Honest.  I  never  had  a  drink  since  New  Year’s.  And  now  I’m 
on  the  homestead,  I  swear  I  won’t  touch  another  card. 
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He  came  and  sat  toe side  her,  looking  into  her  face 
for  some  sign  of  relenting. 

'You’re  too  good  to  lose.  I  know  a  good  article  too.” 
" If  Y  thought  there *d  be  a  chance  ...... .Oh  Sym,  it ’ s 

been  that  hard  fighting  alone!0 

"And  I  got  good  news,  too*”  Sym  told  her  with  sudden 

if 

eagerness.  I  been  south.  Duke  wants  to  buy  Benjie’s  old 
place.  He*  11  give  a  dollar  an  acre.  Thinks,  he  *11  make  good 
on  some  irrigation  scheme  down  there.  Just  needs  your  say-so 
"Sym  Ashley!  And  you  sat  there  all  this  tine,  and 
never  bre  tried  a  word  that  I’ve  as  good  as  got  eight  hundred 
bucks  !" 

"I  only  wanted  you  to  need  me  bad  before  you  knew 

about  the  money.” 

"Where  in  tarnation  does  Duke  get  all  the  cash  from?" 
He  saw  in  her  eyes  a  look  of  new  hope,  and  plans. 

SLho  got  up,  and  began  walking  about  the  room. 

"If  we  could  only  work  together  now,  Sym,  we  could 
got  somewhere s 

"Give  me  a  chance." 

"The  land’s  all  right . ...And  there’s  hay." 

lie  caught  her  band.  "Lina,  you’re ...... .you’re  good." 

They  became  aware  of  the  wind  moaning  through  the 

trees . 

The  woman  lifted  her  head,  listening. 

"Spring’s  coming  fast.  Won’t  be  long  till  we  can  get 
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on  the  land." 

•  "Did  you  hear  the  geese  go  over?"  he  asked 


6. 

Outside,  the  warm  wind  tossed  about  through  the 
forest,  while  the  land  beneath  the  snow  seemed  to  be  gather¬ 
ing  a  mighty  strength  to  free  itself.  And  in  the  night,  the 
gurgling.  and  dripping  sound  of  running  water  began. 


iJIIAFTER  TWELVE 


Sym  walked  down  the  trail  towards  home,  driving  the 
!mrnessed  horses  before  him  in  the  eool  of  the  evening.  From 
ehind  the  leafing  trees,  yellowish  grey  smoke  from  a 
bush-fire  rolled  up  in  billows,  rising  to  the  sky,  making 
vivid  colours  in  the  clouds  of  the  setting  sun.  The  man 
roved  wearily,  his  clothes  grimed  with  earth,  his  face  a 
black  mask  invihich  the  whites  of  his  eyes  gleamed,  and  his 
mouth  showed  red,  sot  in  a  dour  expression.  He  looked  at 
tbs  greenness  of  the  grass,  and  at  the  budding  of  flowers 
with  dark  moody  eyes.  His  latest  quarrel  was  he  vy  on  his 
mind  • 

Always  things  seemed  to  begin  with  the  child.  That 
morning  when  Sym  brought  Big -enough-girl  round  to  the  door, 
and  Poppy  came  rushing  out  from  breakfast  with  her  book  and 
her  lunch,  Lina  called  from  the  kitchen. 
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"You’re  not  riding  that  aorse  to  school,  Poppy!" 

*'Y©s  I  ami"  the  little  girl  cried  out.  She  stood 
beside  the  big  horse,  her  pink  dress  hastily  tucked  into 
hexpve rails,  her  bare  feet  deep  in  the  dust*  Her  mother 

appeared  at  the  door* 

111  Put  on  your  sneakers,  and  run  along*  Jay’ll  catch 

you  up  with  Buck.  1 

Holding  the  rope  bridle,  Sym  sent  his  wife  a  pleading 
look.  With  a  loud  wail  and  a  gush  of  tears.  Poppy  threw  down 
her  things . 

"  ^one  s t ,  Lina ,  s  he  1  s  plumb  gent  le , "  Sym  re monst rated , 
fitting  the  neck  of  the  mare,  who  lookedround  at  them  all 
with  big  liquid  eyes. 

"Did  you  know  the  kid  got  t hr owed  last  night?"  Lina 
asked,  coining  out  and  f  .ng  her  child  by  the  shoulder. 

"Her  and  Jay  will  race,  and  this  critter  shied  at  a  rock. 

The  kid  only  hurt  her  knee,  but  next  tii  e  it  might  be  her 
neck!  She*  11  have  go  wait  till  she’s  old  enough  to  take 
care  of  herself." 

Still  scolding,  she  took  Poppy  back  into  the  house. 
Sym  picked  up  the  pail  and  book  and  set  them  on  the  door¬ 
step.  He  turned  the  horse  out  into  the  pasture,  leaning 
for  a  few  minutes  on  the  fence,  watching  the  mares  and  the 
colt  gra  ing.  The  air  was  beautiful  and  birds  sang,  but 
the  man  stood  lashing  a  fence -post  with  a  switch.  He  could 
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hear  the  child  still  crying  when  she  started  off  for 

school. 

"Lina."  He  cam©  quietly  into  the  kitchen.  "A  fall 
or  two  won’t  hurt  the  kid.  She’ll  learn  soon  enough. 

Be  looked  sombrely  at  her  across  the  bare  room  where  she 
worked  swiftly  at  her  dishes. 

"She’ll  learn ‘with  a  broken  leg,  maybe.  She’s  getting 
so  darn  spoilt,  a  person  can’t  hardly  speak  to  her." 

"I  don’t  like  her  always  with  that  Indian.  Perhaps 
I  could  trade  the  mare  off  for  a  s lie t land  pony.  Fellow 
out  near  town  has  a  couple.  I  could  maybe  make  a  deal  to¬ 
morrow.'*  Sym  took  a  drink  from  the  dipper,  clanging  it 
back  into  the  pail  when  he  was  done. 

"Sym. • . . • ."  Lina  wiped  her  hands  on  the  dish-towel 
and  picked  up  the  broom.  "Will  you  be  done  seeding  that 
field  to-day?" 

He  paused  in  the  doorway,  quietly  on  the  defensive. 

"I  figure  to  be  done." 

"I  been  thinking."  Lina  began  to  3weep  methodically. 
"Olenski  don’t  seem  to  be  putting  in  any  crop.  Seems  likely 
they  been  doing  notning  round  there  this  spring,  and  Gus 
wants  Like  to  go  into  town  and  work  for  him.  What  do  you 
say  we  get  that  land?  The  lease  is  due.  But  we  could  maybe 
buy.  You  could  set?  Gus  to-morrow." 

Sym  stared  at  her,  pushing  back  his  old  bashed -in  hat. 
There  were  bitter  lines  in  his  fasre. 


. 
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,rI  say  no i  he  told  her  harshly*  "Olenski  don’t  work 
on  account  of  his  arm*  He’s  sick*  And  he’s  sick  because  he 
got  shot  at,  down  by  the  hay-land*  We  don©  enough  to  him 

already 

"Wasn’t  my  fault  he  got  shot/'  Lina  declared, 
gripping  the  broom-handle .  "And  they’ll  never  make  out  now. 
Better  they  should  go  to  town,** 

" I  tell  you,  it's  not  right,”  Sym  answered,  "And 
they  can  make  out,  Mike  did  quite  a  bit  of  trapping  this 
winter,  and  I  know  he  got  seed  potatoes  from  Jensen," 

They  faced  each  other  with  hard  stubborn  faces, 

"I  ’spose  you  think  your  deals  are  all  so  square  I” 
Lina’s  eyes  blazed  a  fierce  blue,  "Where* d  you  get  Big- 
enough-girl?  Didn’t  you  win  her  off  some  poor  devil  in  a 
poker  game?"  > 

"That’s  different l " 

"Sure  is  different,"  she  affirmed  vehemently,  "This 

h©re*s  a  decent  deal," 

Sym  squatted  down  by  the  door,  rolling  a  cigarette  with 
shaking  hands.  He  urged  in  a  calmer  tone),  "But,  Lina,  w© 
got  enough  to  do  right  here,  I  figure  to  get  some  clearing 
and  breaking  done.' 

"But  there*s  land  up  there  broke  already.  It’s  a 
sight  easier  than  what  I  went  through  last  year."  She 
stopped  in  her  work,  glaring  at  him. 
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" I  won't  do  it,  Lina/1  he  declared  quietly,  lighting 
his  cigarette,  and  getting  to  his  feet*  "it  just  don't 
seem  decent  to  rae .  Going  behind  another  fellow's  back 
and  taking  his  land ... 9 .How  do  you  know?  Maybe  he  don't 
want  to  go  to  town,  nor  the  boy  neither 

"If  ?/e  don't  take  It,  somebody  else  willj"  the  woman 
cried  in  stubborn  exasperations  "Can't  you  use  your  he  d? 
Olenski's  no  good  to  pay.  And  we  can  pay  and  make  money 
on  it  too." 

He  pulled  on  his  ?/orn  leather  ’.York  gloves  and  turned 

to  the  door. 

"I  won't  do  it,  Lina.  W©  can  make  outa;l 

He  went  to  the  barn,  while  she  sent  stinging  words 

after  him. 

She  spoke  little  at  noon,  and  they  did  not  refer  to 
the  quarrel.  Yet  the  strain  between  then  Y/as  worse  than 
bickering.  And  now,  after  his  long  day's  work  in  the 
field,  Sym  looked  up  apprehensively,  as  he  neared  the 
house.  But  he  saw  its  closed  door  and  the  barn  shut  up 
too,  while  the  cow  bawled  forlornly  at  the  pasture  gate, 
i  ven  the  dog  had  disappeared.  Sym  lookedafter  the 
horses  and  did  the  c^  ores  in  the  coolness  of  the  twilight. 
The  house  had  that  empty  waiting  look  inside  which  a 
house  has  when  the  woman  who  belongs  in  it  1ms  been  away 


for  a  while 
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The  man  washed  at  the  tin  basin  on  the  wash-stand, 
his  skin  burning,  his  eyes  red-rimmed.  He  out  himself 
hunks  of  bread.  Against  the  whiteness  of  the  loaf,  his 
long  sensitive  hands  were  grimed  with  earth,  hard  black¬ 
ened  cracks  on  every  finger.  Over  a  hot  crackling  fire, 
he  brewed  himself  a  cup  of  strong  black  tea.  He  ate  and 
drank  mechanically,  sometimes  getting  up  with  a  piece  of 
bread  in  his  hand  to  look  out,  and  listen  into  the  stillness 
of  the  night,  hearing  only  the  ordinary  night  sounds.  The 
far-off  barking  of  a  dog,  the  night  birds  calling,  horses 
champing  grass.  A  hazy  slice  of  moon  hu  g  in  the  light 
sky. 

He  was  sitting  on  the  trunk,  smoking,  when  he  heard 

wheels  and  harness  and  hoof -beats,  and  rose  stiffly  to 

o  en  the  gate.  Lina  drove  the  light  two-wheeled  cart  Sym 
Queen 

had  made,  Bady  prancing  between  the  shafts.  The  woman  got 
down,  carrying  parcels  to  the  house,  while  Sym  took  the 
horse  to  the  barn.  They  did  not  speak.  When  he  came  in, 

she  had  lit  t lie  coal-oil  lamp,  and  was  having  a  cup  of 
tea*  watching  for  him,  a  determined  look  about  her.  Yet  she 

began  carefully. 

"Poppy  in  bed?" 

He  started. 

"^ol  She  isn*t  here.  I  thought  she»d  be  with  you, 
or  else  you*$  at  least  know  where  she*s  at." 


. 
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rtI  left  at  noon,'  Lina  grew  anxious*  :!She  gets 
in  trouble  when  she  don’t  come  right  hone,"  She  had  grown 

a  little  pale, 

"She  roust  be  at  Waters’."  Sym  stood  still  and 
thoughtful*  "Bu  I  didn’t  see  anybody  pass  on  the  trail, 
Hot  eve^i  Jay.!f 

"Jay  didn’t  pass-  this  morning."  Lina  got  up  dis¬ 
tractedly,  "The  kid  must  of  walked  all  the  way.  Maybe 
she  w  ent  home  tilth  Olga," 

"You  didn*t  happen  to  see  her  when  you  went  past 

the  school?” 

"The  kids  was  all  in," 

3ym  went  to  the  door  and  stood  looking  out.  " I 
think...... I  think  I’ll  just  ride  over  to  Panachuk’s  to  be 

sure.  That  rotten  old  bridge  over  the  creek,...., a  kid 

could  easy  slip.  And  that  fire  Ek  started  when  he  was 

clearing . Spreading  through  the  bush......." 

"Sym  for  God’s  sake  don’t  talk  like  that l  She  must 
of  went  home  with  Olgai" 

He  looked  into  her  tired  pale  face.  ”1  want  to  be 

sure 

"Lina  clenched  her  hands.  "Good  God l  Nothing  could 
of  happened  to  her.  "it  just  couldn’t in 

"I’m  not  trying  to  frighten  you,  Lina.  But  Poppy 
went  to  school  crying  this  morning .... .You’re  too  hard  on 
her.  You  are,  Lina,  She’s  not  much  raore’n  a  baby,  and 
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you  treat  her  rough, . . . .I'm  afraid  for  her .••••. .Lina,  why 
are  you  so  hard?  You  didn’t  used  to  be  life©  this ... .  .You’re 
changed,  Lina,” 

She  looked  down  at  her  hands,  "l  don!t  mean  to  be 
hard,”  she  said  miserably.  ifDaddy  used  to  say  that  too. 

You  and  him,  you  put  everything  on  me  .  I  got  everything 

on  my  mind,” 

lie  softened  at  that.  "But,  Lina,  you  don't  need  to. 
Can't  you  leave  some  things  to  me?  You  don't  need  to  always 
be  worrying.  We'll  make  out.1 

"Oh  yes,  we'll  make  out l "  she  cried,  facing  him  with 
blazing  eyes.  “Just  leave  the  deals  to  you... ..So  I  got 
to  ride  to  town  in  dead  winter  to  fight  for  a  piece  of  hay- 
land.,  And  I  got  to  go  to  town  to-day  to  make  a  deal  you're 
too  weak-kneed  bo  handle  i ir 

His  look  stopped  her. 

"So  you  made  that  dealt”  He  turned  away  and  went 

out  s  ide  • 

"Where  are  you  going?"  she  cried. 

"To  look  for  the  child,"  she  heard  him  say,  indis¬ 
tinctly  in  the  night. 

Her  triumphant  anger  gone,  her  shoulders  sagged. 

Then  a  new  anxiety  came  into  her  face,  and  she  rushed  out 
after  him.  He  caught  Big -enough-girl  and  brought  her  into 
the  yard,  throwing  Benjie's  old  saddle  on  her  back. 
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"Going  to  Panachuk^s?”  she  asked  him,  shivering. 

He  struggled  with  the  mare  to  get  the  bit  between 

her  teeth. 

”1*11  go  to  Waters3  first  and  see  if  maybe  she  went 
down  there  and  didn*t  S°  to  school  at  all,  when  we  was 
inside,  talking.” 

"Sym . If  it*s  really  my  fault  I  never  meant 

no  liarm  to  the  child.  I  was  trying  to  do  my  best  for  her... 
Sym,  you  got  to  believe  me.” 

"Yes,  I  know,  Lina,”  he  answered,  with  a  roughness 
in  his  voice.  "She*  11  be  all  right,  but  we  got  to  find  her.1' 

'‘Corn©  back  from  WAters »  right  away  and  tell  me," 

Lina  implored  him,  backing  away  as  he  put  his  foot  in  the 
stirrup. 

” Ifll  be  right  back,”  he  assured  her. 

She  opened  the  gte  for  him,  watching  him  out  of  sight, 
lie '  o  june  back  very  soon,  with  a  thud  of  hoofs. 

”N0body  home  at  all,”  he  informed  ter,  dismounting 
and  leading  the  mare  to  the  fence.  "Lina,  I  think  you*d 

X 

better  take  Lady  and  the  cart,  and  go  up  to  PanachukTs . 

1*11  hit  into  the  bush.^ 

She  could  see  the  whites  of  his  eyes  gleaming  under 
his  hat -brim,  and  the  bulky  outlines  of  iis  broad  shoulders 
against  the  lightness  of  the  sky.  Big -enough-girl  chafed  at 
the  bit,  tossing  her  he  d,  ter  sides  heaving  quickly. 
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"Where* 11  you  hit  for?"  she  asked,  doggedly, 

"You  know  then  breeds  fro*  the  north,  went  though 
here  yesterday?  They're  camped  by  Little  Bear  Greek. 

Waters  might  of  went  over  and  took  the  kid  along." 

"^es,  that*s  more'n  likely,"  Lina  said  thoughtfully. 

"I  know  they  wa  home.  They  must  of  passed  this  afternoon 
when  I  was  gon^i . .  *3ym,  you *11  come  right  back  and  tell 
me?" 

lie  leaned  over  the  fence  and  patted  her  shoulder, 

"Sure  I  will.  You  better  get  going  right  away." 

He  leapt  into  the  saddle  and  rode  quickly  into  the  bush* 


2. 

The  night  had  become  brilliantly  lighted  with  a  wide, 
greenish-white ,  quivering  path  of  northern  lights 
spanning  the  whole  sky  from  west  to  east.  The  white  tents 
of  the  Indian  encampment  showed  starkly  against  the  spruce 
and  the  dark  swirl  of  water.  From  across  the  creek,  deep 
behind  the  big  trees,  came  the  dull  roar  of  the  bush  fire. 
Now  and  then  bloody  flames  shot  up  high  a  mile  distant. 
Before  each  tent  blazed  a  low -burning  camp-fire,  round 
which  huddled  dark  figures,  with  firelight  playing  upon 
the  faces.  Voices  murmured  low,  and  the  tramp  of  horse  - 
hoofs,  dragged  through  the  grass.  The  trees  with  their 
sticky  leav  s,  the  spike -like  tips  of  evergreens,  a  horse 
with  lifted  head,  were  silhouetted  on  the  sky* 
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Sym  tethered  Big -enough-girl  at  the  edge  of  the 
bush,  and  walked  slowly,  with  the  wet  grass  catching  at 
his  feet.  As  he  neared  the  first  tent,  he  heard,  above 
the  murmur  of  voices,  a  man’s  low  sweet  singing  within. 

Fresh  kindling  crackled  brightly  at  one  of  the  fires,  and  a 
figure  bent,  holding  a  shallow  drum  over  the  flames,  pounding 
it  rapidly  with  a  stick,  sending  out  resonant  beats  into 
the  night.  Suddenly,  the  singer  came  out  of  the  tent, 
wailing  a  high,  shrill,  wordless  song.  A  man  on  horse¬ 
back  approached  and  took  up  the  sohg  as  he  unsaddled.  The 
drummer  had  the  drum  close  to  his  face,  holding  it  by  the 
crossing  of  two  thongs  on  the  under  side,  beating  with 
quick  fierce  strokes,  and  keeping  time  with  movements  of  his 
whole  body.  People  began  getting  to  their  feet  and  heaping 
the  fire  high.  The  song  ended,  and  the  beating  ceased, 
while  excited  laughter  and  the  quick  rush  of  talk  took  its 
place.  The  white  man  advanced  casually  to  the  fire, 
spreading  his  hands  to  the  blaze.  Among  the  strangers, 

Isaiah,  Bill  Manydogs,  and  Mrs.  haters  welcomed  him  with 
expansive  friendliness. 

it  . 

"You  come  to  the,  dance?  Isaiah  asked  him.  Indian 
lance.  Biggeman  got  a  son,  just  born."!  lie  pointed  to  the 
iruznrnor  who  warned  his  drum  over  the  flames,  his  fine  Indian 
face  well  lighted,  and  gleaming  with  sweat. 

"l*m  looking  for  Poppy,"  Syxn  replied  anxiously. 

‘Did  you  see  her,  Isaiah?" 
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The  native  looked  up  with  a  dark  secret  snile. 

Bill  -  anydogs  laughed ,  shaking  his  "black  locks,  and  point¬ 
ing  to  the  tent  beyond. 

"Poppy  come  with  us •  Have  fun." 

"She *s  here?” 

Sym  left  the  crowd  as  the  beating  of  the  drums 
began  again,  and  the  weird  monotonous  chant  rose,  high  and 
sweet.  A  few  long  steps  brought  him  to  the  smouldering 
camp-fire  whore  several  native  children  lay  on  the  ground, 
deeply  asleep  under  ragged  bits  of  canvass.  Jay  sat 
awake,  poking  at  the  dying  embers  with  a  stick.  A  bit  of 
flame  came  alive,  dancing  brightly  among  the  ashes.  The 
white  man  could  see  the  pale  face  of  his  own  child  by 
Jay*s  elbow.  She  slept  peacefully  beside  I  artha’s  little 
Sammy,  under  the  same  covering. 

"Hello,"  the  nan  greeted  quietly. 

Jay  looked  up  with  wide  eyes.  "Hello," 

Sym  knelt  down  beside  the  children.  The  song  grew 
louder  now,  and  a  second  drummer  helped  to  pound  out  the 
rhythmic  beat.  Men  and  women  began  to  dance  about  the  fire, 
in  twos,  holding  hands,  old  squaws,  and  old  men,  and  young 
men,  and  young  girls,  about  twelve  of  them  in  the  ring, 
while  others  stood  watching.  Sym  did  not  rove,  following 
with  his  eyes  the  woird  shuffling  steins  of  the  gay, 
shouting  dancers. 
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Martha  came  out  of'  the  tent,  buttoning  a  sweater 

about  her, 

"Hello,  Sym, !I  she  said  shyly. 

He  glanced,  up,  MHow*d  Poppy  get  here?” 

"We  saw  her,  after  school.  We  come,  in  the  wagon.1' 

/ 

Martha  shrugged  her  slight  shoulders,  making  an  expressive 
gesture  with  her  hands ,  She  looked  away  from  him,  and 

mov  d  to  t he  crowd , 

The  singers  tired,  ending  on  a  low  minor  note,  and  the 
dancers  broke  away  from  the  fire  to  select  new  partners, 
"£ookt!?  Bill  Manydogs  cried,  coming  up  to  Sym9  "New 
moccasins  l”  He  offered  the  gift  to  the  w  ite  man  to 

examine  • 

"Pretty  nice,1  Sym  nodded,  giving  them  back, 

"You  come  and  dance  too?"  Bill  stuffed  the  new 
moccasins  into  his  pocket. 

Sym  shook  his  ted.  "I  got  nothing  to  give  away  this 

time." 

Bill  capered  away  at  the  sound  of  the  resonant  banging 
of  the  drums  over  the  flames.  The  boy  Jay  looked  into  the 
dying  embers  with  half -closed  eyes.  Sym  roused  his 
sleeping  child.  She  sat  up  in  bewilderment,  but  gave  a 
sigh  of  contentment  upon  seeing  him. 

"Coming  home  now?"  he  asked  her. 

Her  head  sank  against  his  shoulder.  The  monotonous 
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beating  and  the  wailing  song  started  up  again  with  gre  ter 
intensity.  The  white  man  watched  with  a  kind  of  fas¬ 
cination  the  free  priiaitive  •  ovensnts,  the  firelight 
playing  on  happy  faces ,  the  long  fantastic  shadows,  the 
bright  sparks  bursting  upwards  to  the  silent  shooting 
lights  of  the  sky.  He  carrS.ed  the  child,  with  her  head 
and  one  arm  hanging  limply  over  his  shoulder,  ith  one 
list  look  at  the  group  in  the  warm  light,  he  cut  off 
through  the  field  of  wet  grass  to  the  spot  where  he  had 
left  the  horse  . 

But  the  strange  beating  and  singing  pursued  him 
into  the  silent  forest.  With  Poppy  on  the  saddle  before 
him,  he  made  the  mare  stand  while  he  listened  intently. 
Under  all  the  bush  fire  roared  dully  in  the  distance  like 
a  coming  wind,  and  tongues  of  flame  and  a  reddish  glow 
marked  the  place.  Overhead,  the  northern  lights  faded  to 
thin  nervous  greenish  fingers.  He  turned  Big -enough-girl 
sharply  into  the  path,  and  h  uding  the  sleeping  child, 
slouched  wearily  in  the  s  ddle.  Like  a  hypnotic  chant, 
the  Indian  song  penetrated  far  beyond  the  sight  of  the 
encampment.  And  as  the  dawn  came  in  with  haggard  grey¬ 
ness,  there  was  a  look  in  Sym*s  eyes  that  Pod  not  been 
there  before. 
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CHAPTER  THIRTY EH 

It  seemed  as  though  he  had  never  stopped  riding, 
that  he  rode  on  into  the  hot  noon  sunlight,  his  shirt 
wringing  wet  with  sweat  where  the  child  clung  to  him  with 
feverish  grief,  that  the  night  had  been  replaced  by  day, 
of  w  doh  the  morning  was  a  heavy  dream. „ „ , „ « 

Lina  had  fallen  asleep  with  her  head  on  the  table, 
but  she  a?/oke  with  a  start  when  Sym  came  in,  carrying 
Poppy.  Greyish  light  in  the  house,  ‘made  familiar  objects 
recognizable.  The  blackened  lamp  chimney,  the  oil  burned 
out,  told  of  the  long  night  of  waiting.  The  man  laid  the 
child  gently  on  the  bed  in  the  kitchen,  and  stood,  looking 

»  V 

down  at  her •  • 

"Gave  me  a  fright,  I  can  tell  you.”  Lina  rose  to 
put  a  blanket  over  the  little  girl.  "Was  it  like  you  said 
"There  was  an  Indian  Tea  Dance."  Sym  sat  down  on 
the  edge  of  the  bed.  "A  fellow  can  hear  the  drums  and  the 
singing  the  longest  ways." 

She  looked  into  his  eyes  with  a  doubtful  expression. 

"it  was . Isaiah’s  outfit  t ^ok  the  kid  along?" 

He  nodded,  pressing  his  hand  against  his  fore he  d„ 

"  I  *  11  get  us  something  to  eat."  The  woman  rattled 
things  about  the  stove.  "WE* 11  knock  off  a  bit  to-day, 
and  just  do  up  the  c  lores.  I  reckon  there’s  time  yet." 

He  got  up  suddenly,  slouching  off  to  unsaddle  the 
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mare®  When  they  had  finished  breakfast,  the  light 
brightened  in  the  kitchen. 

''Reckon  we  could  do  with  some  rain,"  Lina  remarked 
from  the  window.  The  colour  had  come  back  into  her  cheeks, 
and  she  had  tidied  her  hair.  She  looked  as  though  the 

night’s  ordeal  had  not,  touched  her.  Lyra,  sitting  at  the 

\ 

table,  leaning  his  head  in  his  hands,  dishevelled,  had 
dark  circles  round  his  eyes,  and  hard  weary  lines  about  his 

mouth • 

"i’ll  be  going  to-day,  Lina."  He  spoke  in  a  muffled 

tone . 

"Going!"  She  left  the  window  and  w  irled  upon  him. 
"Where* 11  you  be  going?" 

"I’m  going  away  from  here."  He  looked  up  at  her 

steadily. 

'  She  sat  down  to  face  him. 

"You  would,"  she  said  bitterly.  "You  would........ 

Oh,  you’re  no  good,  Sym . I’ve  tried  and  tried....." 

Her  tone  was  hard  and  grating. 

"I  know,"  he  said  sadly.  "Lina,  I  don’t  want  no 

words  with  you..  ...It’s  just  that . we  can’t  live  together 

peaceable.  It’s  no  good.  I’m  not  the  kind  of  man  you  want 

:ne  to  be . I’m  thinking  I’ll  go  to  town  and  get  a  job. 

[’ll  send  you  money......" 

His  charm,  his  gaiety,  seemed  to  be  dead,  and  his 
eyes  had  a  far-away  look  that  maddened  her. 
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"You  would  pull  out  now,  just  when  we  could  get 
someplace  l  The  tom-toms  must  of  got  Into  your  blood.” 
she  said  scornfully. 

"When  I  get  to  feel  like  I  envy  an  Indian,  I  know  I 
got  to  go.  He  spoke  without  anger.  "You  can’t  tell  some¬ 
body  what  they’re  going  to  do  with  their  life,  Lina.  Like 
deciding  what  Qlenski’s  will  do...... It  might  be  all 

wrong  for  them,  even  though  it  looks  good  to  you.!f 

11 1  got  fco  do  the  best  I  know  how,”  she  shot  back. 

"For-  me  too,"  he  went  on  in  the  same  quiet  voice. 

"  I  can’t  stand  it....." 

"A  person  has  got  to  use  their  bead,"  she  cried.  "If 
you  won’t,  somebody  in  this  house  has  got  to.'1 

"We 11,  I’ll  be  going  to-day.” 

"Well,  why  don’t  you  go,  then?"  Lina  got  up,  fairly 
throwing  the  dirty  dishes  into  a  pile.  "If  you’re  going, 
go  now,  while  the  kid’s  asleep.  You  don’t  seem  to  think 
what  she’ll  be  like,  finding  you’re  gone,  again!'’ 

"It’s  the  only  thing  to  do."  He  got  up  stiffly 
froi  the  table.  "But  I  won’t  just  leave  her  like  this. 

I’ll  take  her  along  on  the  horse  to  school  on  ray  way." 

"Take  the  kid’s  horse  and  a 111"  Lina  muttered  sar¬ 
castically,  as  ahe  poured  hot  water  into  the  dishpan. 

"I’ll  send  it  back  from  town,"  he  returned  mildly. 
"1*11  let  Poppy  sleep  for  the  morning  while  I  do  the  chores 
and  take  her  for  the  afternoon _les sons ." 


,  -  i 
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2. 

The  warm  noon  sun  boat  down  on  the  dusty  trail. 

Sweat  soaked  his  shirt  where  the  weeping  child  clung  to 
him  as  he  rode.  When  they  reached  the  school,  the  other 
children  had  already  been  called  in.  Poppy  seamed  to 
have  cried  herself  out  by  that  time.  H©  sot  her  down,  and 
she  stood  alone  in  the  empty  school  yard,  whit©  and  mute, 
watching  him  go  away  with  clouds  of  dust  churned  up  by  the 
horse *s  hoofs  billowing  about  him  as  he  went. 


CHAPTER  FOURTEEN 

It  wa  breathlessly  hot.  Lina  wore  a  handkerchief 
on  her  head,  and  she  had  tied  up  the  legs  of  her  overalls 
at  the  ankles.  Yet  the  sandflies,  swarming  round  her  in 
dark  clouds  while  she  hoed  the  stunted  potato  plants, 
bit  her  cruelly  on  the  neck  and  hands.  The  perspiration 

ran  down  her  flushed  face.  She  felt  tired.  More  than  tired. 
Hgr  ^gdy  scorned  weighted  down  at  the  shoulders,  while  the 

hands  and  arms  felt  lifeless.  A  caterpillar  dropped  from  an 
overhanging  tree  or  to  her  arm,  and  lay,  wriggling,  trying 
to  gain  a  foot -hold  on  her  shirt  sleeve.  She  shook  it  off, 
straightening  up  to  look  about  her.  The  trees  were  bare 
and  leafless,  their  trunks  and  branches  alive  with  greenish 
striped  caterpillars.  It  seemed  strange  to  see  the  sky 
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through  bare  branches  in  the  middle  of  Juno .  She  started, 
thinking  on©  of  the  loathsome  creatures  had  gone  down  her 
neck,  but  it  was  a  great  bead  of  sweat  she  had  felt* 
diping  he v  fore  1-^ad  with  the  back  of  her  hands,  she  began 
to  hoe  again,  crushing  caterpillars  into  the  earth,  the 
sandflies  darting  at  her  face,  and  mosquitoes  singing  in 
her  ears . 

The  rumble  of  wheels  roused  her  a  few  minutes  later 
as  an  Indian  family  in  a  wagon  passed  on  the  trail.  The 
man  stood  to  drive,  while  the  woman  in  her  scarlet  ker¬ 
chief  and  the  children  with  ragged  unkempt  black  locks  sat 
in  the  back.  Behind  them,  trailed  three  large  wolfish  dogs. 
Sypsy,  who  had  boon  sleeping  peacefully  on  the  doorstep, 
started  up,  barking  at  the  strangers.  Lina  watched  him  ad- 
vane©,  at iff -legged  , wagging  his  plum©  of  a  tail.  And  then, 
suddenly,  without  a  sound,  the  Indian’s  dogs,  slinking 
under  the  lowest  fence -rail,  closed  in  upon  him.  Growling, 
i  squealing,  snapping,  snarling,  the  animals  fought,  rolling 
over  and  over,  advancing,  retreating,  tangling.  Forgetting 
her  weariness,  Lina  ran  to  them,  shouting,  with  up-raised 
hoe.  From  the  wagon,  the  Indian  yelled  something  in  Gree 
£.s  he  disappeared  around  the  bend  in  the  trail. 

At  the  woman’s  approach,  the  strange  dogs  fled, 
leaving  Gypsy  to  stagger  to  his  feet,  matted  with  blood  and 
cust,  blood  dripping  from  his  torn  throat.  He  began  to 
cough,  looking  up  at  Lina  with  old,  strained,  blood -shot  eyes. 
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1 * 11  have  to  shoot  him,  she  thought .  He  oan*t  suffer  like 
this •  I1 11  have  to  get  Gym*  a  old  gun  and  shoot  him ...... 

Caterpillars  almost  covered  the  screen  door,  She 
scraped  them  o  f  wholesale  with  the  hose.  The  sight  of  their 
soft,  squared  bodies  at  her  feet  nauseated  her.  With 
rasping  breaths,  the  dog  stood  beside  her,  his  tail  feebly 
wagginQ.  She  kn  v  ;  m  could  not  shoot  him,  "1*11  have  to 
get  Jay  to  do  it  when  he  c ome s  home  9 "  she  thought •  How  late 
the  children  are ,  Her  head  throbbed;  her  throat  ached. 

Gypsy  had  be.  n  Benjie*s  dog.  A  horrible  stench  came  from 
his  mouth  and.  from  his  dusty  body, 

"Come  Gyp."  She  led  him,  with  encouraging  words, 
to  the  shady  side  of  the  barn  where  he  dragged  himself  to  a 
clump  of  grass.  She  brought  him  a  shallow  dish  of  water. 
Lifting  his  head,  he  lapped  painfully  once  or  twice,  and  then 
lay  down  and  stretched  out  stiffly  with  glazed  eyes.  He  was 
dead.  E0  would  have  to  be  buried.  But  she  had  no  str  ngth, 
Dizzily,  she  leaned  against  a  tree -trunk.  How  hot  it  wasi 
Strange  bluish-grey  clouds  were  piling  up  in  the  west,  and 
the  sun  blazed  down  with  a  merciless  heat.  Something  warm 
and  heavyish  fell  on  her  neck.  With  earthy  fingers,  s  he 
scraped  it  off.  A  caterpillar  wriggled  and  squashed  in  her 
hand.  And  then,  suddenly,  there  beside  the  barn,  she  was 
violently  sick  into  a  clump  of  pestilence -laden  willows. 
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2. 

School  had  been  out  for  some  time  when  Pete  Panachuk 
with  his  wife  and  his  neighbor ,  Mrs,  Ek,  drove  past  the 
sohoolhouse  in  the  wagon.  Not  far  ahead*  they  could  see 
hiss  Hughes  with  Poppy  and  Olga  each  clinging  to  a  hand, 
while  Jay  walked  a  little  apart,  leading  his  buckskin, 
which  took  the  opportunity  now  and  then  to  snatch  a  bite 
of  tall  grass,  When  he  overtook  the  group,  Pete  pulled 
in  his  horses  at  tfe©  side  of  the  road  under  some  of  the 
strangely  leafless  trees, 

"Heard  de  news.  Teacher?”  he  asked,  while  the  fine 
dust  which  his  wagon  wheels  had  3tirred  up,  began  settling 
on  them  all,  "Olenski,  he  is  dead  in  de  town,  and  dat  crazy 
boy  sent  to  Ponoke.* 

”0h  dear,  how  dreadfull  Poor  Mrs,  Olenski . and 

Mike  tool” 

"Want  a  ride.  Teacher?” 

"Oh  no,  thank  you,.  I'm  going  to  hang  my  curtains 
to-day.  And.  I  won*t  be  home  for  supper  either.  Miss 
Hughes  held  up  her  hand  to  shade  her  eyes  from  the  sun,  her 
face  flushed  with  the  heat, 

”Yoiir  face  so  red.  Teacher,  tittered  Mrs .  Panachuk, 
Above  the  din  of  the  wailing  of  her  six  months*  old  child 
whom  she  held  on  her  knee,  the  woman  went  on,”  You  get  Sven 
de  dinner  to-night?  Plenty  time  when  you  marry  wit  him  to 
bo  de  cook.” 
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Unknown  to  her,  a  striped  caterpillar  toiled 
stickily  across  the  back  of  her  green  beret.  But  Poppy 
and  Jay  saw  the  creature,  and  began  to  snicker,  so  that  she 
thought  she  had  made  a  good  joke.  Plump  blond  Mrs.  Ek 
smiled  pleasantly,  not  wishing  to  offend  either  party. 

■'Gome ,  Olga,  '"  Pete  ordered,  his  black  eyes  snapping « 
"You  come  home  quick  wit  us." 

11  Aw  hell.  Pa,  I  wanna  walk  with  Teacher,"  Olga  wailed 

Her  mother  interposed  here  with  a  stream  of  Ukrainian 
talk,  lost  to  the  girl  as  Pete  gathered  up  the  lines  and 
shouted  to  the  horses. 

"Bat  teacher  I  "  Mrs.  Panachuk  gos sipped  as  the 
wagon  moved  off  down  the  trail.  "All  de  men  in  de  country 
been  by  my  house  to  get  her  to  i^arry  with  dem.  She  wait 
wait  for  de  best  one,  you  betjf  P©te,  already  he  got  fifty 
more  peoples  dat  want  de  job." 

Miss  Hughes  continued  to  walk  slowly  through  the  dust 
with  the  children. 

"How  unnaturally  hot  it  i3!;  she  remarked,  "is  it 
going  to  rain.  Jay?  Look  at  those  funny  clouds  up  there. 58 

"lilies  are  awful  t  ick.  '  The  bo/  sniffed  the  air. 
"Might  be  a  thunder  storm  coming." 

"You  never  coming  back  no  more?"  Poppy  asked, 
trotting  along  beside  her,  clinging  to  her  hand. 

"Why  no,  Mary  Belle.  I*m  going  to  marry  Mr.  Jensen. 
But  I  won*t  be  so  very  far  away." 
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The  two  little  girls  burst  into  tears .  Jay  looked 
unco  nfortable,  jerking  Buck  away  fro  a  tempting  clump  of 
green  grass.  They  had  come  to  the  side  road  in  the  trail 
where  Miss  Hughes  would  leave  them.  Through  the  bare 
branches  of  the  poplars,  they  could  see  the  outlines  of  a 
huge  barn,  the  largest  one  in  the  country,  and  also  of  a 
neat  white  house,  the  only  painted  building  in  the 
community, 

! Olga *  hiss  hughes  wiped  her  eyes  under  the  silver 

rimed  glasses  with  a  startlingly  white  handkerc  lief  9 
''Don’t  ever  give  up  going  to  school  .  You’ve  done  so  well. 
Come  to  ms  any  time  you  want  to,  will  you?”  Olga  wiped 
her  own  eyes  with  a  grimy  hand.  Miss  Hughes  took  a 
caterpillar  out  of  her  pupil’s  long  black  braids,  "And 
another  thing,"  she  went  on,  "try  to  stop  using  such 
filthy  language.  It  certainly  isn’t  becoming  in  a  nice 
girl,"  She  tiicked  a  loosened  strand  of  her  own  untidy  hair 
into  her  bun.  "And  Jay......'f  He  looked  at  th©  ground, 

kicking  at  a  toadstool  in  the  grass Learn  everything 

you  can  whenever  you’re  not  away  brushing . "  He 

swallowed  a  hot  lump  in  his  throat  when  she  touched  his 
shoulder.  The  sandflies  swarmed  about  them.  The  children 
scratched  their  legs  which  were  bitten  until  tine- blood  ran. 
"Mary  Belle......"  Mss  Hug  es  put  back  th©  hair  from  the 

child’s  hot  forehead,  " How  I  shall  miss  you. . Oh 

children,  I  mustn’t  keep  you  here  with  the  flies  getting  so 
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bad.  Gool-bye  for  . iow .  There*  11  be  a  nice  new  teacher 
there  on  Monday,  and  1*11  be  seeing  you  ever  so  often  1 
They  watched  her  going  off  down  the  road.  Olga 
wiped  her  face  on  her  cotton  dress.  Jay  slapped  a 
vicious  horse-fly  on  Buck*s  rump. 

frC*moa,  Poppy.  e  3 11  be  late,  and  your  mother  will 
wonder  what*s  happened."  He  heaved  her  up  on  to  the 
horse »s  back. 

Olga  began  walking  slowly  along  a  short -cut 
through  the  bush.  But  huge  mosquitoes  attacked  her  on  the 
damp  path,  so  that  she  ran  madly  through  the  caterpillar# 
infested  trees.  Buck  trotted  stolidly  in  the  dust,  great 
patches  of  sweat  appearing  on  his  neck  and  flanks,  while 
the  children. on  his  back  were  wet  through. 

When  Lina  came  up  fro  i  the  barn,  she  saw  them  at  the 

gate . 

,f  Jay, 17  she  called,  ’will  you  come  here?"  She  scraped 
a  few  more  caterpillars  from  the  screen  with  the  hose  be¬ 
fore  going  in,  pressing  her  hands  against  her  aching  fore¬ 
head.  How  the  children  reek  of  the  s vie  11  of  horses ,  she 
thought,  when  the  two  entered  the  stifling  kitchen.  She 
began  opening  the  windows  to  get  a  cross  breeze. 

" jay,  will  you  do  up  the  chores?"  She  asked.  "The 
heat  h  o  got  me  sick.  It»s  near  milking  time,  and  the  caws 
are  in  the  pasture. 
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She  sat  down  on  the  bed,  s  till  with  the  same 
feeling  of  dragging  weariness.  The  boy  and  girl  stood 
silently  by  l.e  door,  looking  at  her  with  great  w ondering 
dark  eyes.  There  were  barge  holes  in  the  canvass  of 
Jay*s  running  shoes,  showing  parts  of  his  bare  dirty  feet. 
His  red  plaid  s  irt  was  unbuttoned  down  the  front,  re¬ 
vealing  the  sandfly  bites,  raw  and  sore,  on  his  boy. 

Under  his  greyish-white  cot  on  cap,  the  sweat  ran  down 
his  dark  face •  He  nodded  when  Lina  asked  him  to  do  the 
chores,  set  down  the  lunch  pails,  and  went  silently  out¬ 
side  . 

"Poppy,  for  heaven  sake,  take  off  them  overalls. 
They  smell  terrible.  ;nd  if  you  want  something  to  eat, 
wash  your  bands  first.' 

Lina  lay  down,  watching  Poppy  take  off  her  slacks, 
bringing  to  view  her  grubby  cotton  dress  and.  insect - 

bitten  brown  legs. 

"What  wa3  you  doing  so  long?"  she  asked. 

"Saying  rood-bye  to  Teacher//. ... .Pet©  talked  to 
us.  Olenski’s  dead  in  town,  he  says.1 
Lina  closed  her  eyes. 

She  could  hear  the  little  girl  dutifully  washing 
herself  at  the  wash-basin,  could  smell  the  strong  dis¬ 
infectant  soap.  From  the  distance  came  the  sounds  of  the 

cow -be 11s.  Anyway,  she  thought,  I  never  jypped  Olenski 
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on  the  deal  -  getting  them  two  cows  when  he  moved  to  town 
Opening  the  bread -box.  Poppy  took  out  a  loaf  from 
which  she  hacked  herself  a  thick  slice,  spreading  it 
liberally  with  peanut -butter, 

"Take  it  to  the  door,  Poppy,”  Lina  said  weakly, 

"The  smell  of  it  makes  me  sick.”  She  thought  how  filthy 
the  child  looked.,  her  pale  gold  hair  lull  of  dust,  and 
hanging  in  lank  locks,  dirt  streaking  ter  arm  and  cheek. 

Jay  came  in  at  the  gate  with  cows,  banging  the  pole 
into  place.  The  animals  mooed  forlornly.  When  the  boy 
cam©  in  for  the  milk -pails.  Poppy  gave  him  what  was  left 
of  her  bread,  Lina  watched  him  take  it  into  his  dirty 
hands  and  stuff  it  hungrily  into  his  mouth. 

"bash  your  hates  before  you  milk.  Jay, r  she  scolded 
"And  Poppy,  go  gather  the  eggs,  will  you?  In  that  old 
pail  there  by  the  window,” 

When  her  child  ted  gone,  the  woman  talked  quietly 
while  Jay  ashed  with  the  strong -smelling  soap, 

"The  dog  got  killed  to-day,  1  she  told  him#  "  ill 
you  bury  him  after  supper?  He*s  out  behind  the  barn. 
Don’t  tell  the  kid;  she’ll  take  on  so.1 

Jay  picked  up  the  clean  shining  pails.  '’Say, 
will  you  bring  me  a  pail  of  water  from  the  well.  Jay? 

The  w  ter  here  is  ’most  warm,  and  I’m  that  thirsty  for 
a  cold  drink." 
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He  brought  it  to  her,  not  telling  hor  that  he  had 
scooped  out  a  couple  of  caterpilars  from  the  water  with 
his  hand  just  before  he  came  in.  He  set  it  beside  her, 
and  she  drank  a  dipper-full,  slowly,  gratefully. 
Caterpillars  crawled  on  the  screen  again.  She  could  see 
them  black  against  the  sky.  Poppy  came  in,  bringing  the 
eggs,  s lamming  the  screen,  not  in  the  least  dislodging 
the  caterpillars,  which  clung  tenaciously  to  their 
positions . 

“You* 11  have  to  get  supper.  Poppy.  W©  won* t  light 
a  fire,  it*s  so  hot;  IJ11  tell  you  what  to  ge t . f  The 
thoug  t  of  food  made  her  feel  quite  ill  again. 

Jay  finished  milking,  and  worked  the  separator 
manfully.  Lina  listened  to  the  feeble  tingling  of  the 
bell. 

"Harder l"  she  exclaimed  ir  patiently,  wishing  she 
had  the  strength  to  get  up  and  take  the  handle  from  him. 

After  he  had  done  his  best  with  the  separator,  he 

washed  again,  with  Lina»s  eye  upon  him.  The  children  ate 

hu:  grily,  helping  themselves  generously  to  cold  meat, 

pickles,  bread  and  butter,  radishes,  preserves,  and  cookies, 

and  quantities  of  fresh  milk.  While  they  ate,  the  breeze, 

fart  ing  in  through  the  open  windows,  seemed  to  turn 

noticeably  cooler  and  fresher.  Through  the  screen  and  the 

caterpillars,  Lina  could  see  that  the  clouds  were  gathering 

hiding  the  sun,  while  thunder  sounded,  a  low  rumbling  far 

away  . 
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"X  better  got  the  pigs  fed.”  Jay  wiped  his  mouth 
with  the  back  of  his  hand . 

"The  chickens,  too.  Jay . Just  pile  the  dishes. 

Poppy.  1*11  wash  the  when  I  get  hot  water." 

"Here ’  s  Martha."  The  boy  opened  the  screen, 

< 

talking  in  Gree  to  the  newcomer  before  he  disappeared  to 
finish  the  work. 

Martha  was  stockingless,  her  bare  feet  thrust 
into  running  shoes,  wet  with  perspiration  along  the  soles. 
Her  shapeless  print  dress  did  nothing  to  hide  her  condition 
for  her  second  child  would  be,  born  any  time  now.  Her  eyes 
looked  pathetically  young  in  her  thin  face.  She  sat  down, 
panting  and  uncomfortable. 

"You  sick,  Lina?" 

"it’s  the  heat."  The  white  woman  lifted  her  face 
to  try  to  catch  the  coolness  of  the  breeze  that  was  blowing 
into  the  room,  "is  it  xk  ally  going  to  rain?" 

"  light  blow  over,"  Martha  answered.  "A  worm!" 
she  exclaimed,  putting  out  her  foot  to  step  on  a  cater¬ 
pillar  which  had  so  ehow  found  its  way  into  the  house. 
"They’re  everyplace.’  She  scraped  her  s  oe  on  the  floor. 

Lina  lay  back,  putting  her  hand  over  her  mouth. 

"Had  supper?"  she  asked  faintly.  "There’s  fresh 
milk  and  cookies." 

Martha  leisurely  downed  three  cups  of  milk  and 
several  cookies,  talking  all  the  wh  le  •  At  last  she  said. 
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"I  wish  Jay  would  hurry,  he » re  going  to  the  dance  to¬ 
night . These  are  awful  good  cookies,  '  She  helped 

herself  to  another. 

The  wind  was  rising,  making  the  curtains  flap 
wildly,  A  terrific  burst  of  thunder  crashed  overhead, 
seeming  to  shake  the  earth.  Gusts  of  wind  full  of  rain 
hit  against  the  panes,  and  soaked  the  ends  of  the  curtains 
Poppy,  who  had  been  sitting  at  the  crumby  t  able  with  her 
head  on  her  arms,  ran  to  close  the  windows. 

-  !f  Jay  must  have  went  home  1  "  she  cried,  as  a  flash 
of  lightning  cut  through  the  grey  clouds. 

''Better  close  the  door,"  her  mother  suggested, 
kart ha  paused  in  her  munching,  " Jay  never  went 
home,"  she  told  Poppy,  "lie  told  me  he  was  going  to  bury 
the  dead  dog. 

The  little  girl  stared  from  on©  to  the  other,  her 
eyes  black  and  enormous  in  her  white  face.  Before  anyone 
could  stop  her,  she  had  run  out  into  the  storm.  Another 
peal  ofthu  der  sounded,  followed,  by  a  downpour  of  rain. 

It  soaked  into  her  thin  dress  and  canvass  shoes,  ran  down 
her  face,  and  wot  her  heavy  hair.  Some  instinct  led  her 
to  the  place  where  Jay  was  covering  the  animal *s  body  in 
a  shallow  hole  in  the  ground, 

"Go  home.  Poppy,  you* 11  get  wet l  The  rain  beat  on 
his  cotton  cap  and  red  shirt, 

"It's  Gypsy 1" 
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"Yes."  He  began  shovelling  earth  very  fast. 

"What  happened  to  him?" 

"Some  dogs  killed  him,  I  guess." 

The  child  sobbed  bit  erly.  "Everything® s  dyln® ." 

She  stood,  looking  about  at  the  leafless  trees,  her  tears 
mingling  with  the  rain. 

Jay  quickly  finished  filling  in  the  grave. 

"C*raon,  Poppy*  You* re  wet." 

bhe  sobbed  uncontrollably,  refusing  to  move,  her 
hair  dripping,  plastered  to  her  head.  He  leaned  the  shove] 
against  the  barn  wall. 

"The  leaves  will  grow  on  again  after  a  while.  And 
1*11  get  you  a  new  do*.  •  One  of  Isaiah* s  puppies.  He  *11 
be  a  fighter  with  big  te  thl  He  made  a  fierce  grimace, 
growling  and  pretending  to  snap  dangerously.  Taking  her 
h  nd,  he  led  her  back  to  the  house  through  the  beating 
rain.  Already  on  the  path,  large  puddles  of  water  had 
formed  in  hioh  lay  the  bodies  of  many  caterpillars, 
wriggling,  or  drowned. 

The  heavy  storm  cleared  the  air  and  settled  the  dust, 
but  it  did  not  last  long.  Presently  it  dwindled  to  a 
light  sprinkle,  while  rays  from  the  sun  shone  brightly 
tlirou;  h  the  clouds,  making  a  rainbow  right  across  the  sky. 
Jay  called  Poppy  to  see  it,  but  she  did  not  answer.  In 
the  bedroom,  she  sobb  d  brokenly. 

"Gome  on.  Jay.  he  can  go  now,"  Martha  said. 
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"  It  *  s  ab  out  o  ve  r . " 

When  they  had  gone ,  Lina  lay  listening  to  the  sobs , 
and  to  the  light  patter  of  rain.  She  breathed  deeply  of 
the  fresh  reviving  air.  She  thought  of  hart  ha  walking 
awkwardly  with  her  heavy  burden,  along  the  rough  path. 

And  going  to  the  dance,  and  being  jostled  by  the  careless 
crowd.  How  could  she l  There  was  so  et  ling  almost  un« 
childlike  in  the  sounds  of  weeping  that  frightened  Lina. 
She  dragged  herself  into  the  bedroom  where  Poppy  lay  in 
a  damp  little  heap  on  the  bed.  She  longed  for-  old  Benjie 
at  that  moment,  not  for  the  child 1  s  sake  only.  She  had 
thought  she  w  s  a  hard  woman  who  could  endure  anything, 
but  now  strangely,  she  felt  the  need  of  comfort. 

She  took  off  the  child’s  wet  things,  and  w japped 
the  little  girl  in  a  quilt,  feeling  a  gre  t  tenderness 
for  her.  How  she  w  s  growing  1  Last  year’s  dress  came 
far  above  her  knees.  Lina  lay  down  beside  hr.  The  sobs 
quietened.  Lightning  flashed  and  still  another  growl  of 
thunder  rumbled  ii:.  the  distance.  Near  the  house,  a  vesper 
sparrow  sang  his  high  piping  notes.  One*  of  the  hcrses 
was  cropping  grass  close  to  the  open  window,  while  the 
angry  clucking  oi  fighting  chickens  came  from  the  pen, 
and  the  clanking  of  cow -be  11s  in  the  pasture.  How  her 
head  throbbed’.  The  things  that  she  had  most  loved,  the 
garden  and  the  haying,  and  the  harvest  to  come  -  she  hated 
to  think  of  them.  Where  did  she  get  t  is  listlessness. 


197 


she  wondered?  She  who  had  never  known  a  day * s  sickness 
in  her  life,  except  of  course  when  Poppy  was  on  the  way... 

Realization  came  upon  her  at  last. 

CHAPTER  FIFTEEN 

Out  of  the  intensely  blue  sky,  the  shone  down  upon 
a  cold  white  world.  Columns  of  white  smoke  rose  from 
the  chimneys  at  Bear  Trap;  and  frost  whitened  every  tree, 
and  post,  and  wire.  Through  the  glistening  front  windows 
of  on  's  General  Store,  the  welcome  sun -beams  slanted  in 
upon  dusty  merchandise.  Wong  himself,  picking  his  gold- 
filled  teeth  with  a  straw  from  a  new  broom,  sat  smiling 
on  the  counter,  listening  to  the  talk  of  the  two  men  who 
lounged  near  the  roaring  stove,  red  with  heat.  Sitting 
on  a  keg  of  nails  n  ar  it,  Pete  Panachuk,  in  his  sheep¬ 
skin  coat,  smoked  a  cigarette. 

"You’re  late  to  go  to  de  shop,  Folkes . if  He 

knocked  some  ashe6  to  the  floor. 

Tudor  relaxed  against  a  great  mound  of  men’s 

overalls  piled  up  on  top  of  a  crate  of  breakfast  cereal. 
His  face  was  almost  ridden  by  the  flaps  of  an  enormous 
fur  hat,  and  by  the  smoke  of  his  pipe.  He  opened  his 
heavy  parka  jacket,  showing  two  or  three  sweaters  under¬ 


neath 
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"You  don’t  even  get  home  at  nights,81  he  retorted, 
"A  man  ho  got  to  go  away  from,  de  wife  and  do  kids,” 
Panachuk  shook  his  dark  he  >.d  sadly,  !l I  sell  a  little 
cream,  I  drink  a  little  beer,  I  play  a  lit  le  pool,  I  feel 
better*'1  Be  gave  a  Hide  yawn,  and  rubbed  his  band  over 
his  puffy  eye -lids . 

,?How  are  the  roads?"  Tudor  asked, 

"Some  places  s he’s  not  so  bad;  some  places,,,,,," 
mete  indicated  drifts  with  a  motion  of  his  hand, 

Tudor  touched  a  match  to  the  top  of  the  stove. 
Flam®  hissed  up  in  a  sudden  flare. 

11  How  is  Ira,  Ashley  making  out?”  he  asked,  as  he 
lit  his  pipe  * 

Pete  leaned  forward  on  the  nail  keg,  his  face  red 
in  the  he  it, 

1!I  rs ,  Ashley,  she  makes  out.  Her  garden,  she  is 
wormy  like  de  odder  gardens,  but  she  gets  de  potatoes,  she 
gets  de  car  ot  and  stuff*  "tr  hay,  she  come  sup  good,  and 
her  wheat  and  oats  cores  up  good.  She  got  de  money  to  pay 
for  to  put  de  hay  into  de  stack,  and  she  got  de  money  for 
de  harvest.  Everyone ,  doy  tink  Lina  is  de  Lady,  Here 
Pete  spat  accurately  into  a  spittoon  six  feet  away,  "But 
o  1  Lina,  she  gets  de  baby."  He  flung  out  his  hands  in  an 
expression  of  disgust. 

Tudor  thrust  his  hat  back  and  took  his  pipe  from 
his  mouth. 
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i!But  no,  ye  si  "  re  to  cried »  ”  Ho  one  see  Lina  from 

cle  Christmas  Tree  at  de  school*  She  is  anyway  de  big 
woman,  and  she  sits  on  de  bench.  Bo  one  know  anyting*  Jhy, 
lie  brings  de  cream  to  de  school  in  de  cutter  $  I  take  de 
cream  to  town  and  bring  de  sugar,  de  coffee,  de  bacon,  like 
her  note  says.  I  take  dom  to  de  school,  and  Jay,  he t  ak© 
dem  home.  No  one  see  Lina,  but  she  gets  de  baby.”  He 
stood  up,  collecting;  his  hat  of  sheepskin  hide,  and  his 
leather  mitts,  from  the.  top  of  a  large  box  of  onions  with 
flaky  brown  skins*  ”hy  wife,  she  go  to  see  Lina,  and  she 
say  Lina  big  like  de  house  and  sick  like  de  dog*  She  gets 
de  baby  dis  mont,  yon  seel”  Pete  snapped  shut  the  harness 
buckles  down  the  front  of  his  coat.  " Ohhhlih, "  fee  _ned, 
de  kids  dey  yell,  de  wife  she  yell,  de  teacher  cry.  A  man, 
he  got  to  get  way  from  do  wife  and  d©  kids  sometime*” 

Going  to  the  door,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  mitts,  stopping 
for  a  moment  to  give  v ong  and  Tudor  a  wink  with  a  swollen 
oye  before  going  out  into  the  cold* 

Folks s  *  pipe  had  gone  out,  but  he  did  not  light  it 
again.  He  stood  holding  it  in  his  hand,  looking  thought¬ 
fully  at  Worig’g  large  black  eat,  which  came  slinking  up 
from  the  basement  to  leap  graceful!  on  to  the  window - 
ledge  and  curl  himself  up  in  the  sunlight  among  some  dusty 
electrical  appliances.  From  outside  came  the  beat  of  hoofs, 
the  jingle  of  harness,  and  the  sound  of  sled-runners  on 
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the  hard -packed  snow*  Tudor  roused  himself.  Lifting 
the  cover  of  the  heater,  he  knocked  his  pipe  out  into  the 
fire,  and  nodding  to  hong,  went  outside.  The  sunlight 
on  the  snow  dazzled  his  eyes.  Finely  patterned  flakes  of 

'•  ....  1 1/  .  ...  — u’.- 

hoar  frost  blew  gently  down  from  the  electric  wires  above 
the  wal  .  The  fort  st  beyond  was  etched  like  white  lace 
against  the  blu  sky,  with  its  arc  of  delicate  rainbow  on 
each  sido  of  the  sun.  Tudor  fastened  his  coat,  taking  his 
mitts  from  a  large  pocket,  kith  a  half1  smile  on  his  face 
under  the  huge  fur  hat,  he  scrunched  through  the  enow  on 
the  way  to  his  shop. 

"liey  Folk  s  t"  Gustav  hailed  him  from  the  door  of 
the  Hotel.  He  made  a  stop  gesture  with  his  hand,  coming 
down  the  steps  and  crossing  the  street. 

"What * s  this  trouble  about  the  kids  in  town?"  he 
asked  in  a  low  tone  when  the  two  men  were  together.  " I 
hear  Constable  Trevors  is  in  from  Bridge villa  talking  to 
parents 

"Well,  several  of  the  boys  have  been  raiding  the 
candy  at  Wong*s  for  some  1 1  e  now.  They  got  caught  with  the 

goods  on  them. 

Gustav  pulled  down  the  ear-flaps  of  his  light  - 
coloured  cap.  His  face  massive  and  heavy  under  it. 

" Tommy  mixed  up  in  it?" 

Tudor  smiled  whimsically. 

"No . .Toinr  y*s  all  r ight . " 
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il  If  that  brat  gets  caught  and  has  a  polio©  record, 
1*11  warn  his  pants. 

"The  boy  is  all  right,  Gus,':  Tudoi  said  mildly. 
,{You*re  not  going  to  be  so  hard,  on  him  as  to  suspect 
trouble  when  there  isn*^  a ny ? " 

"I’m  not  so  sure •” 

*D©n*t  worry.  Tommy  often  comes  to  talk  to  m©  •  He 
listens.”  Tudor  nodded,  moving  off,  while  Gus  continued 
on  his  way  to  long’s. 


When  i’olkes  reached  his  own  shop,  he  took  a  paste¬ 
board  sign  fro:  a  drawer  in  the  work-table,  and  hanging  it 
on  the  outside  of  the  door,  locked  up  and  went  off. 

nyone  coming  to  see  him  that  day  would  be  met  with  the 
words,  COME  V3  lb  TO-,. OR;  OW.  The  town  seamed  practically 
empty  as  he  lim  ed  down  the  walk  past  the  Power  house  and 
the  heCond  Hand  store  to  the  Livery  barn.  Duly  Panaehuk 
hailed  him,  driving  by  at  a  fast  clip  with  a  team  of 
lively  horses,  lad  at  the  door  of  the  barn,  a  young  lad 
smoking  •  limp  cigarette,  sourly  watched  him  come • 

" He 1 lo  Rome o, '  Tudor  said. 

The  boy  sniffed,  catching  his  lower  lip  with  long 
foreteeth.  A  greasy  lock  of  hair  hu  g  down  under  his  cap 
Into  his  eyes. 


"Got  a  team  of  horses  I  can  hire?” 


Romeo  looked  over  the  new-comer  with  slanting  yellowish 


eyes 


. 
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"Have  to  ask  the  old  man.” 
it-hin  the  murkiness  of  the  barn,  the  old  toothless 
Roumanian  in  his  sheepskin  coat,  gave  permission  for  the 
loan  of  the  team,  and  of  a  low,  closed-in  sled  or  caboose 
which  stood  frozen  into  the  ice  behind  the  building.  Romeo 
helped  Tudor  to  harness  up,  and  at  the  sight  of  a  bright  1,  - 
shining  fifty -cent  piece,  brought  him  sore  khaki -coloured 
feather  quilts  which  smelled  strongly  of  horses,  and  with 
an  axe  chopped  at  the  ice  about  the  runners  .  He  also 
built  a  fire  in  the  tiny  stove  inside  the  sleigh.  There 
was  a  door  at  the  back  of  the  box-like  enclosure,  and 
small  windows  wit  s  glas  panes  on  all  sides,  with  an  open 
one  at  the  front  for  the  lines  to  pass  through.  Seating 
himself  on  the  bac  less  driver’s  seat  within,  Tudor 
gathered  up  the  linos,  and  clucking  to  the  horses,  started 
off  with  s.  jerk  as  the  sled  came  free  of  the  ice* 

The  first  nine  miles  to  the  Bear  Trap  bridge  were 
smooth  and  swift,  the  horses  eager  and  fresh,  the  road 
hard  and  good  like  a  narrow  ribbon  through  the  lacy  trees. 
Tudor  smoked  a  pipe  or  two,  watching  the  blue  shadow  of' 
the  caboose  with  the  shadow  puffs  of  smoke  coining  from  the 
chimney,  and  the  bright  glistening  of  the  frosted  forest, 
if  ter  the  bridge,  however,  the  road  became  more  difficult, 
and  lie  got  out  to  walk  beside  the  team  to  keep  the 
treacherous  sleigh  from  overturning,  rejoicing  in  the 
brilliant  beauty  of  the  day.  The  ugly  black  stumps  and 
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the  bare  branches  of  poplar,  balm  of  Gilead,  and  birch, 
had  put  on  white  garments  that  shone  with  tiny  stars*  The 
needles  of  the  evergreens  clustered  in  white  clumps, 
icily  accentuated.  Blue  and  mauve  shadows  of  long  bare 
trunks  of  trees,  and  deeper  shades  from  stumps  and  drifts 
fell  upon  the  trail,  marked  as  it  was  by  th©  passing 
of  s led -runners .  Tudor *s  coming  sent  loud  echoes  into  the 
silence.  A.  frightened  white  rabbit  hopped  across  the  road 
to  disappear  into  the  bush.  A  jay  scolded  from  a  high  tree, 
and  intrepid  chickadees  called  from  far  and  near* 

iuickly  the  shadows  lengthened,  the  cold  becoming 
more  intense.  hen  the  traveller  passed  the  school  at 
list,  vaguely,  ho  heard  a  lesson  being  carried  on  in  a 
unrbn  of  voices  *  Various  cutters  waited  emptily  in  the  yard, 
while  on  the  anew -covered  "Vi  was  a  hard-packed  ring 

where  the  children  played  Fox  and  Geese .  Smoke  poured  from 
the  chimney  in  a  straight  column  of  greyish  white  against 
the  deepening  blue  of  the  sky.  T  dor  walked  again  outside 
his  cal  ■  lose ,  guiding  the  horses  over  the  churned -up  snow 
of  the  cross-roads*  He  had  never  been  to  the  Ashley  place 
before,  but  he  knew  it  lay  along  the  only  trail  going  north 
from  the  school,  a  well  broken  trail,  where  Jay  drove  daily. 
Yet  It  seemed  the  loneliest  Tudor  had  ever  se  n,  narrow, 
and  densely  wooded  on  both  sides,  with  no  relieving  broad 
field  or  sign  of  human  habitat, ion  along  Its  route.  The 
white ly  frosted  trees  stood  silent,  blue -shadowed,  sparkling 
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only  in  their  tops  where  the  slanting  rays  of  the  after¬ 
noon  sun  shone  upon  them  Tudor  got  back  into  his  shelter, 
grateful  for  its  warmth  as  the  team  trotted  briskly , 
taking;  the  strange,  house -like  sled  with  its  smoking 
chimney,  ever  deeper  into  the  wintry  forest* 

He  knew  the  place  by  its  gate  of  poles,  which  had 
been  described  to  him  by  every  breed  who  had  seen  it.  The 
log  house,  half  buried  in  snow,  looked  lost  and  lonely 
in  the  immensity  of  the  white  bush  country  which  surrounded 
it.  Smoke  rose  in  a  straight  column  from  the  chimney. 

4s  Tudor  passed  the  heavily  frosted  window,  taking  his 
horses  to  the  barn,  he  heard  the  whining  of  a  dog  within. 
Otherwise  the  place  seemed  deserted.  About  the  water 
trough,  h'hisky,  hum,  and  meen  with  her  colt,  huddled 
together,  their  heavy  coats  w.  itely  frosted.  They  nuzzled 
around  him  as  he  broke  the  ice  with  the  axe.  When  he 
opened  the  barn  door,  the  horses  crowded  past  him  into 
shelter.  Some  hens  fluttered  down  from  the  mangers, 
clucking  noisily.  Beyond  them,  Lina*s  three  cows  stared, 
silently,  chewing  placidly. 

having  oared  for  the  horses,  he  tramped  back  to  the 
house,  his  footsteps  creaking  on  the  hard -packed  snow. 

It  seemed  colder  still  with  longer  and  deeper  shadows, 
and  less  of  sparkling  sunlight.  Be  pounded  the  door  in 
an  almost  primitive  desire  for  warmth.  He  heard  the  dog 
bark  sharply,  and  a  woman’s  voice  saying. 


• 
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"Come  in," 

Inside,  he  leaned  against  lie  closed  door, 
blinking  a  little,  coming  from  the  whiteness  into  the 
quiet  dimness  of  the  kitchen.  He  pulled  off  his  huge 
fur  hat,  white  around  the  edges  from  his  frozen  breath, 
as  were  his  lashes,  the  stubble  on  his  chin,  andhis  coat 
col  ar.  His  face  was  stiff  with  cold,  almost  cruelly 
reddened.  Taking  off  his  cow-hide  mitts,  he  slapped  them 
together,  dropping  them  into  a  corner  with  his  hat.  Drab, 
thought  Tudor,  the  rough  board  floor,  unpainted  furniture, 
and  nudded  walls,  the  chilliness*  The  wood -box  stared 
emptily.  Lina  sat  in  a  chair,  looking  heavy,  dragged  out, 
infinitely  weary,  1  :  :•  ©yes  blazing  blue  in  her  thin  face, 
her  hair  seemed  life  lees,  coming  out  in  u  tidy  wisps  from 
the  heavy  coil.  She  leaned  her  chin  on  her  hand,  looking 
rather  dazedly  at  her  visitor. 

U 

"Good  day,  krs .  \shl05 .  Me  bowed  slightly. 

” Tudor  1  I  was  wondering  who  it  could  be.'f 

\s  she  spoke,  clumsy  ;  rung  dog  of  husky  variety, 
care  from  behind  the  chair,  and  advancing  upon  Tudor  with 
wagging  tail,  began  to  lick  his  hands. 

” ,'Uite  a  cold  spell,"  he  remarked,  patting  the  dog«s 

head . 

"Do  sit  down,  Mr.  Polices  ^ina  moved  as  though  she 
would  get  tip. 

"Ho  no.  Sit  3 till,  Lina,  1*11  find  my  way  to  a  chai 

*  r." 
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lie  pushed  the  dog  aside,  limping  across  the  room 
in  his  frosted  overs  oes.  "Shall  I  build  up  your  fire?” 
he  asked,  stopping  at  the  stove  and  lifting  a  lid*  *' It 1  s 
going  down.’1'  He  glanced  round  at  her,  catching  the 
strained  look  that  had  come  over  her  fac  .  She  rocked 
herself  back  and  forth  as  though  to  ease  pain. 

t!  Jay's  been  doing  my  chores/'  she  replied,  "The 
kids  will  soon  be  home." 

"You  need  sojB  wood."  He  shook  the  grates.  She 
watched  is  efficient  movements  as  though  from  a  great 
distance,  her  eyes  fixed  on  his  face.  ”1*11  just  go  and 
bring  some  in/  He  went  to  the  corner,  gatherin  g  up 
his  hat  and  mitts. 

"Tudor . 

.  ith  his  hand  m  the  door-knob,  he  paused. 

".'hat  arc  you  doing  out  in  this  neck  of  the  woods?" 
"I  heard  about  Benjie*s  grandson,  and  I  just  wanted 
to  make  ''rare  he  has  a  Christian  birth,"  He  smiled 
whimsically  .  "I'r  taking  you  out  to  town  to-morrow.  That 
is,  if  you’ll  cone  peaceably.  " 

..he  aited  until  he  had  built  up  the  fire  and  filled 
the  wood -box  to  overflowing  with  freshly -split  wood  .before 
3 bo  said  anything.  Then,  as  the  cheerful  fire  roared, 
and  hie  curled  h  ■ms  elf  up  on  the  trunk,  a  cloud  of  pipe- 
smoko  about  his  shaggy  dark  head,  his  hands  clasped  about 
his  knees,  she  said  to  him. 
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"But  I  wasn’t  aiming  to  go  to  no  town,  nor  doctor 
either*  Mrs,  Waters  looks  after  the  women  round  here," 

"You’re  no  native  woman,  to  stand  her  methods," 

"And  Fanaehuk  looks  after  his  wife  at  home,  every 

t  ime .  ” 

"Would  you  care  for  him  as  a  mid -wife?"  Tudor 
asked,  striking  a  match,  "He  held  it  to  the  bowl  of  his 
pipe  for  a  loment,  the  flames  reflecting  in  his  eyes.  ,rLina 
I  *  ve  heard  you’ve  not  been  so  well.  You’ve  got  your  little 
girl  to  think  of.  Supposing  something  were  to  happen  to 
you?  Something  that  could  have  been  avoided  if  you’d  had 
the  right  care?" 

"But  I  got  to  look  after  my  own  troubles.  I  don’t 
want  nobody  putting  themselves  out  for  me."  She  pushed 
back  her  untidy  hair* 

Tudor  dropped  the  burnt -out  match,  and  lit  another* 

"Womanl"  he  said  impatient ly,  "don’t  talk  like  that. 
Besides,  I’m  here  already,  and  I’ve  got  to  go  back.  It 
wouldn’t  make  any  difference  to  me  to  have  you  along. 

And  I’ve  a  personal  interest  in  seeing  that  Benjie’s 
grandson  comes  properly  into  the  world."  He  puffed  con¬ 
tentedly  at  his  pipe. 

"Y0u  seem  mighty  sure  it’s  going  to  be  a  boy"^ 

The  colour  had  come  into  Lina’s  pale  cheeks.  "And  I’m 
certain  of  a  girl."  She  rocked  herself,  gently. 
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"The re  are  some  friends  of  mine  in  Bridge ville 

j 

where  you  can  stay  until  the  time  comes,"  Tudor  went  on. 

"Do  you  good  to  get  away  from  the  place  for  a  while. 

'/  j 

You’ll  get  bushed  stuck  out  here  forever •" 

i 

/ ; 

She  took  refuge  in  a  helpless  silence.  The  smell 
of  the  pip<  -smoke,  and  the  presence  of  this  man  with  his 
young -old  face  and  gentle  hands,  which  touched  things  as 
though  they  were  alive  and  had  feeling,  somehow  rude  her 

think  of  Benjie. 

"Soon  there’ll  be  another  person  in  your  life,  to 
grow  up  and  keep  you  from  getting  lonely.1'  Tudor  looked 
about  the  shadowed  room  as  though  visualising  the  child 
to  come. 

"Soon?  Seems  like  waiting  forever  for  this  baby  to 
get  born,"  Lina  said  bitterly.  "Shouldn’t  never  of  been 
born  at  all.  I  got  enough  trouble  to  raise  oiekid,  alone 
like  I  am,  let  alone  two." 

"now  Lina,  don’-fc  say  that.  I  shouldn’t  be  surprised 
if  this  child  turns  out  to  be  the  greatest  blessing  of 
your  life.  When  your  girl  is  grown  and  gone,  you’ll  still 
have  him.  You’ll  see,  he'll  be  a  great  comfort  to  you." 

"She’ll  be  little  for  ever  so  long,"  the  woman  re¬ 
torted  impatiently,  "it’ll  be  years  before  she’ll  be 
able  to  help.  Crying  and  fussing  when  I  got  to  work." 

he  grinned,  the  shrewd  lines  appearing  about  his  eyes. 
"The  tijrje  will  go  so  fast,  he'll  be  to  your  elbow 
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before  you  know  it*  And  then  to  your  shoulder . .. .  . " 

He  stood  up,  indicating  with  his  hand  the  height  of  the 
child  yet  unborn*  Lina  could  not  help  smiling,  though 
rather  wanly. 

,fThat*s  better,”  he  said,  limping  over  to  the  stove. 
"Shall  I  put  on  the  kettle?" 

” Ifm  that  sorry,”  Lina  loaned  forward  in  her  chair. 
"I  never  offered  you  nothing.  After  your  cold  drive,  too.” 

They  heard  the  sound  of  voices,  and  presently  of 
a  horse  and  sleigh.  The  woman  looked  up. 

"That *s  the  kids." 

"What  -ire you  going  to  do  with  the  little  girl  while 
you*re  away?"  Tudor  asked,  filling  the  kettle  with  water 
from  a  bucket • 

"I  wasn*t  going  away,  so  I  didn*t  plan  nothing." 

1  ’  W  ha  t  ab  out  Pa  nac  huk 1  s  ?  ” 

She  shook  her  head*  "They  just  got  the  one  bedroom, 
and  all  the  boys  sleep  in  one  bed,  ana  the  girsl.  in 
another,  teacher  too.” 

"Come  on,  B-^cki”  Poppy  shouted  shrilly  outside. 

The  sound  of  heavy  hoofs  on  hard  snow  moved  slowly  by  the 
window, 

"There »s  Mrs.  Sven,”  Tudor  suggested.  ”She»s  a  good 
woman.  She  *d  be  good  to  the  little  girl.” 

Lina  looked  at  the  floor. 

" 1*11  take  her  up  there  to-night,  if  you  like* 
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Gan  you  get  someone  to  stay  with  you?  I  don’t  like 
le a v ing  you  alone »" 

"Martha  would  come .  Her  and  Jay  could  stay  and 
eat  off  what’s  here ,  and  do  up  the  chores,  while  I’m 
gone,  and  keep  fires  going  so  the  potatoes  and  stuff 
don’t  freeze  *'f  -She  drummed  her  fingers  on  the  arm  of  her 
chair*  "I’d  leave  Poppy  with  Martha,"  she  went  on, "hut 
the  kid  wouldn’t  even  be  washed  or  fed  right*  Hot  much 
of  a  housekeeper  ,  Martha  isn’t.’’ 

The  dog  moved  clumsily  to  the  door,  whining  with 
eagerness,  and  Poppy  and  Jay  burst  into  the  kitchen,  their 
faces  glowing  with  the  cold  *  They  were  both  in  buckskin 
parkas  with  fur-edged  hoods,  which  they  now  pushed  back 
with  mittened  hands .  Lunch-pails  and  groc  ries  tumbled 
to  the  floor* 

"Hello,  my  hearties Tudor  barked  out,  grinning 
across  at  them* 

oudden  delighted  laughter  bubbled  up  in  Poppy.  The 
boy  leaned  against  the  w  sh-stand,  inspecting  the  stranger 
carefully  with  watchful  black  eyes. 

"Nice  day  at  school?”  Lina  asked  tiredly  from  her 

chair • 

"Yes."  Her  daughter  began  taking  off  ter  things, 
dumping  them  on  top  of  her  lunch-pail  on  the  floor,  where 

the  dog  pawed  them. 

"Freddy  Knife  seen  you  passing," 


she  told  Tudor 


. 


. 

■- 


- 


' 
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"Teacher  made  him  stand  in  the  cloak-room  for  squirting 
ink,  and  he  peaked  through  the  cracks." 

"Want  some  "bread  and  jam?"  her  mother  asked. 

Poppy  ripped  off  her  red  sweater  over  her  heac^ 
making  ter  locks  of  fair  hair  stand  on  end,  A  glance 
passed  between  her  and  Jay  before  she  answered, 

"Yes,"  she  said.  "Yes." 

"Then  wash.  And  get  Bruin  away  from  them  things." 

Jay  bent  down  over  the  animal,  talking  to  him  in 
Cree,  He  pointed  to  the  space  behind  the  stove,  and  the 
dog  shuffled  off  to  it  with  drooping  tail  and  bent  head. 
Something  in  the  boy*s  manner,  his  movements,  struck  Tudor 
as  being  oddly  familiar,  reminding  him  vaguely  of  someone 
he  knew.  He  studied  the  dark  face,  the  sleepy  eyes  with 
their  sooty  lashes,  the  sensitive  line  of  the  mouth.  But 
the  feeling  of  recognition  nad  gone  almost  as  soon  as  it 
had  come.  Hi3  interest  roused,  Tudor  watched  the  boy. 

Jay  took  ofi  his  p^rka  and  washed.  He  looked  lanky, 
loosely  knit,  but  not  awkward.  He  carried  himself  vdry 
straight,  and  rooveu  with  grace.  When  they  all  sat  down 
at  the  table  for  a  hot  drink  and  a  bite  to  eat,  the  white 
man  noticed  Jay*s  finely  shaped  hands.  The  youngster  had 
a  kind  of  beauty  all  his  own. 

Tudor  became  increasingly  aware,  too,  of  the  under¬ 
standing  between  the  children.  He  ted  noticed  it  first 
when  Lina  inquired  if  oppy  would  like  something  to  eat. 
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An  unspoken  question  and  answer  had  passed  between  the 
boy  and  girl.  It  was  as  if  she  had  asked,  "Are  you 
Hungry?"  And  he  had  a.rtsw  red,  "Very  hungry."  It  was 
almost  uncanny,  the  silent  messages  they  flashed  across 
at  each  other.  Something  unchildlike  in  their  under¬ 
standing/  of  one  another,  Tudor  thought.  And  Poppy  had 
grown.  She  had  lost  her  babyish  roundness,  and  seemed 
all  arms  and  lege.  Her  face  was  thinner,  and  her  hair 
rather  unmanageable.  It  pained  Tudor  to  see  a  hint  of  the 
tragic  in  her  dark  eyes. 

"l*m  thinking  to  ssndyou  to  visit  Mrs.  Sven  for 
avyhils,"  Lina  told  Poppy,  as  she  moved  heavily  away  from 
the  table.  " Mr •  Polkes  is  taking  me  to  town  for  a  few 
days.  J&y,  could  you  ask  Martha  to  come  over  to-night, 
and  stay  while  I’m.  gone?  Yon  and  her  could  do  the  chores." 

Poppy  looked  across  at  Jay. 

"I  could  stay  hero  with  Martha,"  she  declared, 

rebellious ly. 

"Too  much  work  for  Martha.  3he*s  got  her  babies 
to  see  to,  you  know."  Lina  sighed,  holding  her  head  in 
her  hands.  The  children  glanced  at  each  other  with  dis¬ 
appointment.  Then  their  faces  cleared  as  though  they  had 
agreed  on  some  resolution.  Watching  them,  Tudor  thought, 

A  mighty  good  thing  there  is  to  be  another  child  in 
poppy life .  Jf  wonder  if  Ljna  knows . ..... 
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When  Jay  had  put  on  his  parka ,  the  dog  cam©  out 
from  behind  the  stove,  whining  expectant ly.  Again  the  boy 
pointed,  and  once  more,  Tudor  had  the  impression  of 
recognition# 

"Whose  child  is  Jay?"  he  &3ked  Lina,  when  the  boy- 

had  gone  • 

"Nobody  knows,"  Lina  answered  in  the  shadows.  "Old 
Mrs.  Waters  has  liaised  a  lot  of  kids  not  her  own.  He  was 
just  some  homeless  kid,  I  guess.” 

"Strango."  Tudor  stirred  his  coffee  thoughtfully. 

" Just  some  breed* a  kid,"  the  woman  said  wearily. 
"Poppy,  get  the  lamp,  will  yon?" 

"Well"  Tud orfremarked ,  getting  up  a  moment  later,  "if 
this  young  lady  will  do  the  dishes  while  I  milk,  we’ll  be 
able  to  make  an  early  start." 

The  girl  Smiled  at-  him.  There  was  promise  of  beauty 
and  charm  in  that  smile,  he  thought.  He  went  out  into  the 
cold,  pulling  his  big  fur  hat  over  his  ears,  calling  up 
faces  to  mind,  and  finding  that  Jay  bore  likeness  to  none 
of  them. 

CHAPTER  SIXTEEN 

By  the  time  Lina  returned  to  the  homestead,  the 
weather  had  changed.  A  sweet  mildness  from  a  Chinook  wind 
miles  away  softened  the  knife -like  cold,  and  the  snow 
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showed  wet  and  dark  at  the  dint  of  footsteps. 

"Lucky  she  turned  warm  when  I  was  to  come  home," 
the  woman  remarked,  looking  out  of  the  window  fast 
clearing  of  frost.  "Too  soon  yet  for  spring,  though." 

They  were  at  breakfast,  she  and  Poppy,  with  the 
winter  morning  light  slanting  greyly  on  them  Linafs  eyes 
had  a  look  r:ow  of  watchfulness,  and  at  tires,  briefly, 
of  tenderness.  New  tired  lines  had  appeared  about  them. 

She  looked  gaunt,  her  strong  frame  hunched  somewhat  as 
she  leaned  her  elbows  on  the  table.  But  the  hollows  of 
the  child's  face  seemed  to  have  filled  out,  and  her  hair 
shone  sleekly. 

"Do  I  have  to  go  to  school  to-day?"  she  pleaded. 
"Can't  I  stay  home  and  mind  the  baby?" 

Her  toother  glanced  about  the  untidy  room  with  its 
stack  of  unw  shed  dishes  on  the  cupboard  shelf,  the  unswept 
floor,  the  pile  of  soiled  laundry  in  one  corner.  She  $ 
sighed. 

You  better  p;efc  along  to  school,  Foppy.  I'll  get 
t  ings  straightened  up.  My  God,  what  that  woman's  done 
to  the  place  J  A  person  just  can't  trust  them  breeds ." 

" I  could  help,,r  Poppy  protested. 

"There's  lots  for  you  to  do  anyways.  I  got  to  go 
out  now  and  milk.  Do  up  the^e  dishes  of  ours.  Leave  them 
others,  they'll  take  soaking  •  Make  the  beds.  Give  these 
here  scraps  to  Bruin." 
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Wearily,  Lina  rose  from  the  table  and  went  over  to 
a  home-made  crib  by  the  stove.  With  a  piece  of  buttered 
toast  in  her  band.  Poppy  scampered  after  her* 

"is  ho  still  asleep?"  she  asked,  peeking  shyly  under 
her  mother* a  arm  at  the  little  wrinkled  face  of  the  tiny 
baby. 

nHe  sure  sleeps  fine."  For  a  moment,  Lina* a  eyes 
were  anxious,  wondering.  "Never  cries,  neither,”  With 
a  big  work-worn  hand,  she  touched  the  light  down  on  the 
baby*s  head. 

”He*s  much  nicerfn  Martha *s  babies,'’  Poppy  breathed 
rapturously.  "Amos  was  black,  black,  when  he  was  born.” 

Linn  smiled  a  little,  looking  down  at  the  infant, 

’•'he's  sure  good,  this  one  is.: 

”What'a  his  name  going  to  be?”  Poppy  asked,  munching 
her  toast. 

The  woman  straightened  up,  a  sadness  in  her  face* 

"Ben  jamin*  •  •  •  .Like  Daddy  .  V.u  can  call  him  'Benny* 

for  short.” 

“Benny . I  1  ike  t ha t  name  . ” 

"Well,  I  better  be  getting  along  now*  He *11  sleep 
for  awhile  yet,  and  then  1  can  feed  him.  ••••Get  going 
right  away.  Poppy,  so  you  won’t  be  late  for  school.” 

The  little  girl  hurried  over  the  dishes,  her  sweater 

sleeves  pushed  up,  her  bard  little  hands  working  deftly 
in  the  dish-pan.  She  had  to  stand  tip-toe  to  raach  inside. 
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Th©  morning  lightened,  meanwhile,  and  a  brightness  shone 
through  the  window.  At  the  sound  o 1  a  familiar  whistle. 
Poppy  threw  open  the  door.  Jay  had  tethered  his  hors® 
to  the  fence,  and  leaping  over,  came  running  lightly  to 
the  house • 

n Ready?”  he  asked,  his  eyes  looking  curiously 
beyond  her  Into  the  kitchen. 

"I’m  doing  the  dishes.  D  *  you  want  to  see  my  baby 
brother?0 

Poppy  brought  the  boy  in,  and  closing  the  dcor, 
went  softly  to  the  crib.  Jay  followed,  ill  at  case  and 
sulky,  his  hands  deep  in  his  pockets. 

°His  name’s  ’Beany*,”  cha  little  girl  told  him 
eagerly. 

"Babies . They  cry  all  the  time,"  Jay  shook  his 

head.  "Tney  !re  no  fun.'  JI©  looked  distrustfully  at  the 
sleeping  babe. 

"Benny  don’t  ory  at  all,1  Poppy  declared,  care¬ 
fully  rearranging  a  pink  blanket.  'He’s  good." 

The  boy  shrugged. 

” Coming  to  school?”  lie  asked. 

"Yes,  when  I  get  my  work  done . Jay,  hot; her 

brought  my  pony  home,  "big -enough-girl i  She  was  in  town 
all  this  time.  She’s  going  to  have  a  colt  in  spring." 

"Gonna  ride  her  to  school?”  Jay  asked,  seating 

himself  on  the  edgo  of  the  wood-box  while  Poppy  dried 

di  s  he  s  . 
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:,Xes,  Mother  says  I  can." 

The  door  opened  and  Lina  cam©  in  with  a  pail  of 

milk. 

She  set  down  her  pail,  frowning  at  him. 

15 Poppy  will  be  going  to  school  on  her  own  pony  from  now 
on,  so  you  won’t  need  to  be  calling  for  her.  The  mare’s 
in  foal,  so  I  don’t  want  you  kids  to  be  riding  together 
and  racing. "  Her  tone  was  cold.  "You  know  what  happened 
last  spring  when  you  raced.  Better  you  should  ride  on 
ahead.  The  -id * 3  got  her  dishes  to  do." 

Biacz-eyed,  silent,  hostile.  Jay  looked  at  the 
woman.  H©aring  her  mother’s  words.  Poppy  tried  to  tele¬ 
graph  Jay  a  look,  but  he  moved  out  of  the  house  like  a 
shadovj  and  was  gone.  She  set  down  a  dish  with  trembling 
hands . 

'Poppy.'  Lina  sat  down  at  the  table.  The  child 
V/  . tt  on  working.  1  curious  whiteness  had  appeared  about 
ner  lips,  '‘‘idsten,  roppy,"  Lina  told  her  wearily.  "You 
got  a  little  brother  of  your  own  now.  You  got  a  horse 
of  your  own  too.  *nd  I  had  enough  trouble  getting 
Big -Enough -Girl  back  for  you  from  that  fellow  Sym  left 
her  with.  1  done  ail  that  for  you.  how  I  want  you  to 
be  a  good  girl." 

"Can’t  I  ride  to  school  with  Jay  no  more?"  Poppy 


asked,  distantly. 
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"Child,  You  heard  v/hat  I  said  about  you  and  Jay 
racing.  It's  for  your  own  good.  You  don't  want  nothing 
to  happen  to  your  pony,  do  you?  Or  to  you,  neither? 

Good  gosh,  pretty  soon  you'll  have  a  colt,  and  me  a  baby 
to  look  after.  That's  the  way  life  goes. 

"We  won't  race .”  The  child  looked  up  guardedly, 
her  little  face  sot. 

” Now  Poppy,  just  do  like  I  tell  you ,  And  come 
straight  home  from  school.  I'll  be  needing  you.  And  that 
Jay,  he  hangs  around  to  long  with  the  hoys .... .Why  Poppy, 
he's  near  a  man  now.  Another  couple  of  years  and  he'll 
be  out  o.i  the  trap-line  all  winter  with  the  other  breeds. 
And  you've  got  your  little  brother  now.... Are  you  listening 
to  me,  Poppy?” 

"Yes,  Pother •"  The  little  girl  plied  up  burnt 
crusts  and  porridge  scrapings  on  a  tin  plate  and  took  it 
out  s  ide  • 

"You  got  to  get  broken  in  to  learn  to  do  a  few 
things,"  Lina  told  her  when  she  came  back.  u  I  'll  be 
starting  to  rais^  hogs  soon,  and  it'll  be  a  heap  of  work. 
You  can  help.  You'll  be  all  of  nine  years  old  in  a  few 
weeks.  You  must  of  lazed  round  some  at  Mrs .  oven's. 
Anyways,  they  put  some  weight  on  you." 

The  child' 3  lips  quivered. 

" i  worked  good  for  Mrs.  bvo n.  Fed  chickens,  an* 
got  eggs,  an'  dried  dishes,  an' . " 
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“‘Veil,  for  gosh  sake  don’t  start  bawling.  My  baby 
don’t  go  howling  around."  She  stopped  at  the  crib  on  her 
way  out.  "hurry  up,  tnen.  You  can  come  out  and  get  your 
horse  from  the  barn  when  you're  done." 

Alone,  Poppy  hastily  dried  her  hands  on  the  dish- 
towel,  and  choking  back  a  sob,  began  making  her  mother’s 
bed.  then  she  had  made  a  rather  lumpy  job  of  each  bed, 
she  put  on  her  parka  and  picked  up  her  lunch-pail  from  the 
table.  A  slight  movement  and  noise  in  the  crib  made  her 
advance  cautiously  towards  the  baby.  From  his  little  face, 
great  dark  blue  eyes  looked  up  at  her.  With  a  kind  of  awe. 
Poppy  put  out  her  finger,  and  a  tiny  hand  closed  tightly 
round  it. 


'hie  likes  me,1'  she  whispered  in  the  lonely  kitchen. 
"Benny  likes  iae  1 1 

Lina  was  pitching  manure  from  the  barn  into  a  big 
steamy  heap  by  the  door  when  Poppy  came  out. 

"iho  baby’s  awake,”  the  child  said,  smiling.  "He 
ain’t  crying.  Just  sort  oi  cheeping,  like  he’s  hungry. 

Guess  X  got  to  go  food  him."  1  he  vv Oman  loaned  the 
pitchfork  against  the  .vail.  "Can  you  put  the  bridle  on  your¬ 
self?"  ah©  asked,  taking  off  her  glove  and  pressing  a  hand 
against  her  forehead.  "I  don’t  trust  that  mare  without  a 
bridle 

The  little  girl  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  manger, 
breathing  on  the  bit  to  warm  it. 


. 


' 


. 

. 

- 

. 

. 

. 

. 

- 

' 

JL 

. 


: 


* 

: 

. 

*  ■  5 


■  ■  ■  , 


220 


I!I  can  do  it#n 

UAI1  right  than.  See  you  come  right  home.  And 
no  racing  or  waiting  around  for  Jay." 

High  on  Eig -Enough -Girl,  Poppy  rode  through  the 
slush  to  school,  bareback  on  the  tall  horse.  She  kept 
looking  beyond  each  bend,  trying  to  find  Jay,  though  she 
know  loo  must  be  far  ahead.  She  did  not  catch  up  to  him, 
and  barely  got  to  school  on  tine.  She  roue  through  the 
gate  while  the  bell  was  ringing.  In  the  school  barn, 
pushing  aside  anothei  horse,  she  tied  her  mare  beside  Buck 

Jay  did  not  talk  to  her  at  all  during  school  hours 
but  the  girls  did.  he  bad  much  to  tell,  to  whisper  and 
to  write  not  s  about,  though  while  they  were  at  lunch, 

Olga  sniffed, 

nA  brother?  They're  the  worst!" 

nTJut  he  never  cries,"  Poppy  insisted,  d  i  3  appoint  eel 

Olga  hugged  her#  "Oh  well,  never  mind.  He'll  be 
a  nice  kid  like  you,1 

*1$ Ian  school  war  dismissed ,  Poppy  trudged  alone  to 
the  h-  r»n  for  her  horse ,  looking  anxiously  at  a  knot  of  big 
bops  wrestling  by  trio  swings  .  Standing  ori  the  rail  to 
which  the  horses  were’  tied,  she  fought  stubbornly,  but  she 
could  not  get  the  bit  into  the  mouth  of  the  mare#  Big- 
Anough-Girl  tossed  her  head,  closing  her  strong  teeth. 

When  Jay  care  in  for  Buck,  ho  undid  his  piece  of  ragged 
repo  without  looking  up. 
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"She  won't  take  the  bit  l"  the  little  girl  wailed. 
’'Go  tell  ts  cher,"  Laura  Peterson  suggested, 
dragging  a  wicked -looking  cayuse  to  the  door  by  the  reins, 
"i’ll  do  it,"  tee  boy  muttered.  " Hold  Ruck  for  me.11 
Poppy  jumped  down  and  took  Buck »  s  rope, 

" I  done  it  this  morning  all  right..” 

"There ....  .Now  get  on,  and  1*11  lead  her  out/' 

They  trotted  their  horses  side  by  side  on  their 
homeward,  trail  for  a  fov  minutes  In  silence.  Then,  with 
his  face  averted.  Jay  remarked, 

'‘Gonna  frees©  again.  Getting  colder*"  He  did  up  his 
parka#  "Hold  in  your  horse.  Poppy.  I* in  going  ahead," 
"wait.  Jay,"  she  pleaded  piteously,  "Doiit*  leave 
me  all  alone .  f 

"Lina  said  noi  to  ride  with  you."  The  boy's  face 
was  sullen, 

"TL.f.'s  nill.yl"  Poppy  broke  out  in  sudden  rebellion 
"Nobody  goes  down  this  trail  but  us,  and  I  can't  hold 
Big-Lnuugh-Girl  if  you  go  aheud." 

Jay  considered  this,  flicking  Buck's  ear  with  the 
rope  brief.© . 

"I  can  rids  with  you  down  to  the  gully  every  day," 
he  suggested  thoug1  t fully,  "Then  I'll  cut  through  the  bush 
Lina  won't  know." 

lie  turned  his  dark  face  towards  her  and  smiled . 
Comforted,  they  trotted  their  horses  side  by  side. 
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CHAPTER  bEVSKTEER 

1. 

Hog  Day  in  Bear  Trap  had  been  more  crowded  than 
usual,  and  very  hot  and  dusty,  but  evening  brought  coolness 
and  a  peaceful  quiet.  Surprising,  the  number  of  people 
who  rattled  over  the  wagon  roads  to  town  at  haying  time, 
Tudor  thought,  surveying  the  numerous  pairs  of  dusty, 
broken-down  shoos  on  his  counter* •  With  his  back  to  the 
window,  he  held  up  a  paper  and  began  reading  the  news  by 
the  light  of  the  summer  evening.  Presently  tbs  boll  over 
the  door  tinkled,  and  lie  looked  up  to  &  ne  the  tail  figure  of 
a  man  enter. 

"Why,  Sym  Aghleyi11  Tudor  threw  down  his  paper, 
limping  forward,  to  shake  hands.  "I  heard  you  were  coming 
back,  Sym*  L-us  %o±<l  me.1 

''Got  a  ride  with  a  truck  from  Bridgoville . 

You  know  I’ve  come  to  take  over  tns  pool  roomf 

"So  Gus  was  telling  me . Here,  sit  down.  Have 

you  had  supper?  r 

"  ’  'o  ha r~'1  V'  te  to  at  at  Bridgevillo  . « .  • . 

Well,  it* s  sure  good  to  see  you,  Tudor." 

Sym  took  ofi  his  hat,  seating  himself  on  the 
proffered  chair.  Threads  of  grey  showed  in  his  t  ick  dark 
hair,  and  deep  line c  furrowed  his  hard  w  .  ^beaten  face. 
His  brilliant  eyes  tnat  could  flash  such  gaiety 
brooding • 


were  blackly 


"1*11  bo  closing  up  after  a  bit,'*  Tudor  said 
cheerily.  "We  *11  go  over  to  the  house  arid,  have  a  good  hot 
cup  of  tea." 

"I  need  a  good  long  drink  of  something, :!  Sym  grunt© 
'‘Getting  old,  I  guess.'* 

”0h,  no!”  Folkes  ran  his  hands  through  ais  shaggy 
dark  ha  i  r .  '* I  used  to  thin].:  fifty  was  ancient.  Now  I 
do n 1 1  consider  a  man  is  ole  till  lie  * s  ovor  eighty, *' 

"Scorns  like  an  age  since  I  was  here,"  Sym  stared 
moodily  out  of  the  window.  "Don’t  know  what  Lina  will 

think  whan  she  hears . Tudor,  I  was  going  Outside  and 

r.a-.ke  good,  and  send  Lina  plenty  to  help  out.  I  sent  her 

some . when  I  heard  about  the  baby.  And  a  bit  since. 

But  it  *s  tight  as  a  drum  Outside  to  get  a  job.  I  was 
bumming  rend  ddmonton  when  I  man  into  Brenner,  and  he 

told  me  lakes  was  pulling  out  f  r-or  the  pool -room . ” 

Thoughtfully,  Tudor  filled  his  pipe. 

**  ft  *11  be  rice  having  you  round,  Sym.  I*m  glad 
to  see  you.' 

rtLo  much  T*d  like  to  talk  over .But  seems  like 
you* re  going  to  have  company.  Lho*s  this  coming?** 

Folkes  took  a  quick  look  through  the  window. 

"Don’t  rush  off,  Sym.  That’s  just  young  Tommy 
Hanson  and  Pete  Dizzoli.  Sit  down  again,  and  1*11  nee 
that  t ho don’t  stay  long." 


. 
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"Hello  Tudor." 

ToEHny  breezed  in  at  the  tinkle  of  the  bell. 

"Dizzy's  got  one  of  those  Insurance  things.  He  asked  me 
to  re  -d  It  for  him."  Tommy  handed  the  letter  over  to 
Folkes.  He  was  a  fine  squarely -built  lad,  blond  and  clean¬ 
looking,  his  sun-bleached  hair  lighter  than  his  tanned 
face.  His  clear  steady  grey  eyes  had  a  frank  coolness. 

Behind  him,  Dizzoli  slouched  in,  dark  and  furtive -eyed, 
a  broken-peaked  cap  pulled  down  over  a  big  hooked  nose. 
Large  dirty  hands  hung  aimlessly  at  his  sides,  or  passed 
nervously  over  his  unshaven  face. 

"Remember  Sym  Ashley,  Tommy?"  Tudor  asked,  taking 
the  letter. 

"Oh,  sure."  The  boy's  face  was  attractive  and 
friendly. 

"But  you  was  just  a  little  lad  when  I  seen  you  last. 
Sym  looked  him  up  and  down.  "You* re  growing  up  fast." 

"This  letter  just  says  that  if  you’d  like  a  Life 
Insurance  policy,  the  above  company  will  gladly  oblige," 
Tudor  told  Dizzoli.  "You’re  not  keen  on  it,  are  you?" 

"Cost  money?"  Dizzoli  asked,  rubbing  his  nose. 

"Yes.  They  won't  let  you  get  away  with  that  for 
nothing.  The  salesman  will  be  In  town  next  week,  and  will 

gladly  see  you . Better  take  my  advice  and  keep  away 

from  him." 

"And . that's  all  it  is?" 
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"That’s  all.” 

"No  kind  of  trouble?" 

Tudor  grinned.  Sorry.  Not  this  time .... .Get 
through  haying?1  he  asked,  turning  to  the  boy. 

"We  got  fclirough  down  at  che  Corner.  Dad  wants  me 
to  go  over  to  Bentley* s  to-morrow,  andkeep  an  eye  on  things 
there ." 

"iim . .Gus  will  miss  you  when  you  go  off  to 

school  in  kdmonton  this  winter." 

"He’ll  get  along, r  the  boy  said  shyly. 

"You  going  to  run  the  Pool  Hoorn?"  Dizzoii  asked 

Sym. 

"A  fellow  has  to  make  a  living  some  place." 

"Yup . Pigs  as  turn  up  their  noses  never  gets  fat 

Dizzoii  wiped  his  forehead  with  the  back  of  hie  hand. 

Tommy  looked  quest ioningly  from  3ym  to  Tudor. 

"Well,  guess  we’d  better  be  going. .. .Thanks,  Tudor." 

Reluctantly,  Dizzoii  followed  the  boy  out  of  the  door. 

"Dizzoil’s  one  of  Bear  Trap’s  latest  characters," 

Folkes  remarked.  "You’re  likely  to  see  a  good  eta  1  of  him 

in  your  bus  i  no  s  s  . 

"I  can’t  get  over  how  that  kid  has  gr^wn.  Course, 
ho  must  be  round  fifteen  now.  Is  he  a  friend  of  the 
dizzy  character?" 

"Oh,  no l  Tommy’s  a  fin©  lad.  Quit©  a  protege  of 
mine,  as  a  matter  of  fact.  I  began  taking  an  interest 
in  him  when  that  awful  Molly  wcran  appeared  on  the  scaae# 
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Remember  her?  She  used  to  push  the  hoy  around  so  much, 

I  decided  to  he  his  Dutch  uncle.” 

” Tudor ... .What  about  my  little  Poppy?  How  is  she?" 
"She  »s  coming  on  fine.  Pretty  little  thing.” 

"l  feel  like  I  can  never  face  Lina  again  the  way 
things  turned  out.  When  1  heard  about  that  baby....." 

'Sym  bowed  his  head,  twirling  his  hat  in  his  hands .  "What 
kind  of  a  kid  is  he?” 

Tudor  looked  across  at  his  friend  with  kind  eyes. 
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"Benny  is  the  loveliest  little  boy  you’d  ever  want 
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to  see.  He’s  round  and  rosy -cheeked,  with  tight  gold  curl* 
all  over  his  head,  and  eyes  as  blue  as  old  Benjie’s  used 
to  be  •" 

"Let*s  see . He ‘d  be  about  two  and  a  half  years 

old  now . Well,  1*11  never  have  any  of  that  kid."  Sym 

shook  his  head.  "That’s  the  way  life  goes.  I  played  a 
rotten  band.  Rockon  I’ll  never  see  Poppy  unless  I  just 
happen  to  meet  her  in  town.... But  how’s  Lina  making  out, 
Tudor?" 

; 

’■’She’s  prospering.  She  makes  go  >d  money  in  hogs 
and.  calves.  Lina’s  doing  all  right." 

!  "i  reckon  the  money  i  did  send  her  seemed  like 

small  potatoes  to  her." 

"Every  bit  helps  on  a  farm,  Sym." 

"I’d  like  to  aee  my  little  Poppy.” 
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Tudor  puffed  thoughtfully  at  his  pipe . 

"She  had  a  bit  of  a  lonely  look,  that  child.  But 
I  think  having  a  little  brother  has  been  wonderful  for 
her.  She’s  very  fond  of  young  Benny." 

"Lina  was  tough  with  the  little  girl,"  Sym  said 
broodingly. 

"Well,  Poppy  has  a  very  good  friend  in  Olga  Panaoh- 
uk.  You  remember  that  youngster  with  the  long  braids. 

She*s  bright  as  a  button  and  has  plenty  of  common  sense. 

She’s  growing  like  a  weed  these  days.  Poppy  too . " 

"is  that  breed  boy  still  around?  You  know  the 
one  I  mean.  Jay  Baptiste?" 

"He*s  practically  a  man  now,  going  out  on  the 
trap-line  with  the  men.  Ee  turned  out  to  be  a  rather 
handsome  lad." 

"So  Poppy  h  s  a  lonesome  look,  eh?  Well,  I  don’t 

know  what’s  worse . To  grow  up  lonely,  or  to  see  a 

fight  going  on  in  the  house  every  day . " 

"Come  and  have  a  cup  of  tea  with  me,  won’t  you? 

I’ll  try  to  get  you  caught  up  in  the  gossip  of  the  district 
.......Lid  you  know  Sven  Jensen’s  had  a  son,  and  now  a 

girl,  born  just  the  other  day?  Of  course  you  knew 
Olenski  died,  and  Mike  works  here  in  town  for  Gus...... 

1*11  just  lock  up.  My,  it’s  good  to  see  you,  Sym." 
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2. 

Under  the  blazing  sun  of  late  afternoon.  Jay  raked 
the  mown  hay.  Flattened  red-top  and  deep  slough  grass  lay 
mingled  with  fading  cut  flowers,  kichaelmas  daisies  white 
to  pale  blue  to  deep  violet,  yellow  hawk  weed,  golden  rod, 
and  purple  fire  weed.  The  heat  brought  out  the  smell  of  the 
grass  and  flowers,  and  of  the  bruised  wild  mint.  Jay*s 
grey  work -shirt  had  dark  wet  patches  on  it,  and  perspiration 
streamed  down  his  dark  face  under  a  broad -brimmed  straw  hat. 
he  shouted  to  the  sw  ating  horses  as  the  hay-rake  rattled 
clear  of  a  wind -row.  Beyond  the  field,  Lily  Lake 
glimmered  a  cool  blue  through  the  willows.  There,  ducks 
flew  up  quacking,  circling  i3.it o  the  woods. 

A  light  rig  appeared  from  the  trail  in  the  bush, 
and  stopped  at  the  edge  of  the  field.  Poppy  jumped  quickly 
to  the  ground,  and  put  the  baby  on  a  blanket  out  of  the  sun. 
Lina  climbed  out,  and  reaching  into  the  back  of  the  rig, 
began  lifting  down  large  boxes  and  bundles.  Jay  let  the 
Vteam  stand  and  walked  slowly  to  the  carping  place.  From 
a.  shady  spot  under  a  tree,  he  picked  up  a  large  vinegar 
jar  tied  round  with  wet  sacking.  Lifting  it  high,  he  took 
a.  long  drink  of  deliciously  cool  water. 

Lina  looked  sharply  over  the  deserted  field,  the 
Idle  hay -rake  and  team,  the  few  straggling  wind -rows,  and 
She  small  hump  of  the  beginnings  of  a  stack. 
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"Where* 8  everybody?"  she  demanded,  her  mouth 
tightening  into  a  hard  line. 

Jay  put  down  the  jar,  leaning  indolently  against 

a  tree • 

"Isaiah  went  bear -hunting." 

Lina  dropped  a  box  heavily  on  the  ground. 

"Good  gosht  Martha  too?" 

"I  don*t  know." 

"Where *3  all  that  grub  I  sent  over  yesterday?" 

She  looked  about  her  at  the  dead  ashes  of  a  camp-fire. 
"You  breeds  sure  got  your  nerve „  L * you  figger  you  can 
eat  off  me  and  not  work?" 

"I  am  working.  I  been  raking." 

"Isaiah  and  Martha  was  going  to  help.  With  Olga 
w©  was  going  to  be  done  in  no  time  flat l"  Behind  her; 
Poppy  listened  tensely,  her  pleading  eyes  on  Jay*s  face. 
"You1 11  get  just  how  much  hay  you  work  for,  none  more." 
Lina  went  on  angrily. 

He  looked  at  her  with  half -closed  eyes,  his  face 
expressionless.  The  woman  began  to  unhitch  her  team. 

"Poppy . Get  wood  to  make  a  fire.  Aft  or  a  while 

you  can  put  the  kettle  on  to  boil  and  get  the  grub  ready 

when  *  tell  you.  I»m  going  to  start  pitching . For 

God* a  sake,  look  after  the  k id  1 " 

Benny  had  toddled  off  the  blanket,  and  crowing  and 
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chattering,  trotted  down  a  path  into  the  bush.  Poppy 
scampered  after  him. 

"When’s  that  Olga  going  to  show  up?"  Lina  muttered 

glancing  at  the  trail.  "Well . "  She  glared  at  Jay 

who  stood  unmoving  by  his  tree.  "Maybe  we  better  get 
going." 

He  lifted  his  hot  face  to  cool  it,  his  nostrils 
quivering. 

"l*m  going  to  take  my  Grandfather’s  team  home," 
he  said,  avoiding  her  gaze.  I’m  going  hunting  too." 

"lioly  bald  headed i  How  d’you.  figger  to  feed  your 
team  all  winter?  No  work,  no  hayi  Now,  I’m  tolling  you 

straight l" 

"I’m  going  hunting,"  he  insisted. 

"Take  your  damn  team  and  get  out  of  my  way,  thenl" 
The  boy  plodded  over  the  hot.  field  to  unhitch  his 
horses  from  the  rake,  while  Lina  led  V  hi  sky  and  Rum  to 
take  their  places.  Holding  Bdnny ’s  hand.  Poppy  v/atohed 
them  from  the  camp.  Presently  Jay  came  by,  taking  his 
ho rs  0  s  d  own  t  he  trail  t  oward s  home • 

"Jayl"  the  girl  called  go  him.  "Wait,  Jayl" 
Stopping  his  weary  horse  ,  the  boy  squatted  on  the 
ground,  drawing  lines  in  the  dust  with  a  stick,  while 
Poppy  came  along  with  the  tiny  boy  toddling  beside  her. 

"Wh:.re’re  you  going.  Jay/"  she  asked  anxiously. 
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"Hunting.” 

"Ain*t  you  coming  back  no  more  to  hay.*' 

"  No." 

"Oh,  Jay." 

"I*m  only  going  hunting."  H©  took  the  tiny  boy’s 
shoulders  in  his  dark  hands.  "1*11  be  coming  back  some 
time,  won’t  I,  Benny?"  H©  stood  up,  swinging  the  child 
high  in  his  arms.  Benny  laughed  aloud  withdelight.  Jay 
set  the  little  boy  down  again,  suddenly  alert,  "i  hear 
a  horse  coming.  Must  be  Olga."  He  looked  down  at  Poppy’s 
gold  l?ead,  a  smile  lighting  his  dark  face.  "l»m  going 
hunting."  picked  up  the  lines,  clucking  to  the  horses. 

Olga  came  on  the  gallop,  riding  bareback  on  a 
clur.ay  work  -horse . 

"Hi,  Poppy l,;  she  called,  pulling  on  the  rope 
bridle  and  slowing  to  a  trot.  "Whoa l  Whoa l"  Olga  slid 
to  the  ground,  big  and  awkward  beside  the  two  children. 
"Goe,  we  got  so  many  chores  to  do  when  Pop  goes  to  town... 

I  oumefast,  like  madt  '-here’s  Lina?" 

"Raking  and  pitching,  I  guess." 

” I  tie  up  Caesar  good,  you  bet  I  Then  Ibetter  go  see 
what  Lina  wants  me  to  do." 

Poppy  brightened  as  Olga  swung  her  dark  braids, 
swearing  heartily  at  the  big  horse. 

"There l  Nov/  try  to  get  awajBl"  she  exclaimed, 
leaving  him  in  the  shade  where  grass  grew  deep.  "C’mon, 
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Poppy,  let’s  a11  &°  out  across  the  desert."  She  took 
Benny’s  other  hand,  and  the  three  of  them  trudged  to  the 
stack  where  Lina  pitched  hay  with  a  kind  of  furious  vigor. 

"So  you  got  here  at  last!"  The  woman  paused,  the 
perspiration  running  down  her  flushed  face. 

"Pop  went  to  town,  and  we  got  chores,  chores  l" 

"Well,  Olga,  them  breeds  left  me  flat,  team  and  all. 
Isaiah  knows  damn  well  I  can’t  stand  by  and  see  a  horse 
starve.  He  figgers  he*  11  get  his  hay  anyways.  And  I 
cnn’t  stay  out  here  with  a  shotgun  all  winter.  What  a 
blasted  outfit l "  She  looked  down  at  the  chubby  face  of 
her  little  son.  "My  Godl  Will  I  be  glad  when  this  one’s 
big  enough  to  take  over . Think  you  can  rak9,  Olga?" 

"Sure,  Lina,  I  can  rake." 

"All  right,  then.  There’s  your  team  fresh  and 

waiting." 

Olga  beamed.  "O.K . Me,  I  like  working  with  horses 

"We'll  work  on  into  evening.  It’ll  soon  be  cool  now.. 
....Did  you  get  that  wood.  Poppy?" 

"I’m  Just  going  to." 

"Say,  Olga,  did  Pete  bring  me  my  groceries  from  town?" 

"I  dropped  them  at  the  house . Lina,  Pop  says  Sym’s 

in  town  now,  running  the  pool  room." 

The  woman  turned  a  shocked  furious  look  on  the  big 
awkward  youngster.  Her  mouth  tightened. 


•  3 
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"Poppyl. . Get  that  baby  out  of  the  sun  this 

minute  t " 

Almost  frightened,  the  girls  started  quickly  away. 
Lina  picked  up  the  pitch-fork,  plunging  it  savagely  into 
the  hay. 

CHAPTER  EIGHTEEN 

Pete  Panaohuk  put  his  hands  on  his  hips,  surveying 
the  neat  little  log  shack  just  outside  the  school  grouds. 

,fTen  years  I  board  de  teacher,  and  cheap  at  de 
price.  And  now  -  He  spat  emphatically. 

Fritz  Lieman  picked  up  a  cardboard  carton  full  of 
groceries  from  the  ground  where  Pete  had  dumped  them.  He 
was  a  big,  fair-haired  young  man  with  mild  blue  eyes 
behind  rimless  glasses.  Somewhat,  above  medium  height,  he 
had  sligt  ly  stooped  shoulders  as  though  his  length  made 
him  self-conscious. 

"Won»t  you  come  in?"  he  a  sked  pleasantly. 

'Even  I  bring  de  eatings  to  de  teacher." 

"Awfully  good  of  you,  Pete."  Fritz  patted  his 
shoulder.  "Sit  down  and  have  a  smoke.  I  have  a  little  time 
before  recess  is  over.  He  drew  forward  the  one  chair,  and 
handed  his  visitor  a  box  of  cigarettes.  He  himself  relaxed 
on  the  hard  narrow  cot  with  hi3  feet  against  the  wood -box. 

A  table  with  some  dishes  and  a  frying-pan  face  downwards 
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on  it,  a  am  11  radio  on  a  crude  shelf,  a  stove,  and  a 
couple  of  suit-cases  completed  his  furnishings.  Throtigh 
the  window  and  the  rapidly  "baring  trees,  he  could  keep  an 
eye  on  his  pupils  who  had  three  ball  games  going  at  once. 
The  batting,  running,  pitching,  and  shouting  mr.de  quite 
a  din  outside. 

"Even  de  kids  Is  different,”  Pete  went  on  with  a 
sniff.  " I  put  my  Olga  to  work  for  Mrs.  Sven,  and  what  she 
do?  Work  one  year.”  He  held  up  one  finger  expressively. 
"And  den  go  to  de  school.  Work  a  liddle,  and  for  no  money 
and  go  to  de  school." 

"But  surely,  you  won»t  make  Olga  quit  now?" 

"I  not  stop  her  "  Pete  answered  with  a  shrug.  "But 
she  get  no  does  fiom  de  Catalogue;  but  de  pants  and  de 
shirt  of  de  old  man." 

Fritz  smiled.  "She  doesn*t  mind. . Well,  Pete, 

what»s  new  in  town?  Who*s  been  ruffling  your  feathers?" 

"Notting  new  in  de  town.  It*s  de  woman  on  de  road 

make  me  mad,  by  heckt"  Pete  scowled.  "Lina  Ashley . . 

She  tink  she  de  fine  iac^ . I  hit  de  bridge  first,  going 

to  de  town.  She  see  me,  coming  home,  she  was.  She  hit 
de  bridge  and  come  straight-  for  on;  I  no  can  pass.  She 
no  can  pass.  My  team  scairy  is,  and  back,  back,  back..... 
I  got  to  go  to  de  ditch.  And  dat  Lina,  she  pass  me  and 
la  ugh  l" 
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"Oh  well,  Pete,  that  *s  the  way  a  gentleman  must 
act  with  these  women." 

"Dat  Linal"  ?ete*s  black  eyes  snapped  angrily. 

"I  tell  ou . she  got  de  land  and.  de  hay  and  de  cow, 

yest.  But  Lina  big  fool.  She  let  her  Poppy  run  with  a 

breed. 

M Pete She*s  just  a  kid.'1 

"By  heck,  Ek  see  dem  on  de  road.  Jay  and  Poppy. 
After  de  school  is  out.  Lina,  she  should  get  Poppy 
tight  in  de  fist  like  de  land  and  de  hay." 

Fritz  did  not  answer.  Be  tool:  out  his  watch, 
winding  it  loudly  before  putting  it  back  into  his  pocket. 

"She  is  time  to  go."  Pete  got  up,  nodding.  "De 
kids  dey  run  wild,  and  she  is  time  to  go."  together  ,  he 
and  Fritz  shuffled  through  th9  dry  leaves  to  the  wagon. 

When  the  school  bell  rang,  fifty-five  pupils 
trooped  into  the  small  school  room.  Balls  bou  ced  into 
corners,  bats  banged  to  the  floor,  and  caps  and  jackets 
hung  in  disorderly  mounds  on  shaky  nails.  The  ch  Idren 
jumped,  climbed,  ami  crawled  to  their  places  in  the  seats 
which  were  cramned  together  with  two  narrow  aisles  separa¬ 
ting  them  into  three  groups .  In  a  surpris ingly  short 
time,  there  was  complete  silence  a  mo  rig  them. 

"We  will  pull  down  the  tables,"  Fritz  said  in  his 


quiet  voice. 
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.Quickly  the  narrow  aisles  disappeared  as  the 
children  shoved  the  desks  back  to  the  very  walls,  and  a 
couple  of  the  bigger  boys  let  down  from  the  ceiling  two 
table  tops  arranged  on  pulleys.  On  these  the  pupils  had 
set  out  their  work.  T  ith  great  good  humour  and  co-opeapa- 
tion,  they  made  the  best  of  the  crowded  situation,  taking 
turns  in  cutting,  pasting,  drawing,  and  looking  through 
the  ancient  volumes  on  the  long  book  shelf  at  the  back 
of  the  room.  The  thirteen  beginners,  crushed  up  to  the 
very  front  near  the  black-board,  stayed  in  their  places 
modelling  animals  with  plasticene.  Some  of  them  could 
not  yet  speak  English,  but  they  managed  to  understand  each 
other  by  means  of  signs  and  grunts .  Fritz  now  turned  his 
attention  to  the  older  group. 

Grades  seven  and  eight . "  Fritz  ypolio  through 

the  buzz  of  orderly  conversation  of  the  other  forty-four 
pupils  in  the  room.  "You  will  prepare  yourselves  for  a 
quiz  in  science  on  Monday.  If  there  is  any  question.  I'll 
reserve  some  time  for  you  before  the  afternoon  is  over.... 
Now  Grade  nine,  we  will  go  on  with  our  discussion  inSocial 
Studies ." 

He  considered  the  three  of  them.  Pig  Olga  ianachuk 
in  the  ragged  cast -ofif  clothes  of  a  man,  her  blaok  braids 
swinging,  her  dark  eyes  full  of  life  and  intelligence, 
her  mouth  sweetly  shaped,  showing  her  fine  whit©  teeth  in 
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a  smile.  Theodore  Setezanka,  lanky  and  bashful,  with 
dark  hair  and  light  grey  eyes,  and  large  clumsy  feet. 

And  Poppy . Pale  gold  hair  catching  the  light . 

dark  moody  eyes.  /ith  new  anxiety,  he  wondered  about  her. 

“Tell  us  about  Russia,  will  you  Mr.  Lie man?”  Olga 
asked  eagerly. 

Fritz  smiled.  nI*ll  do  my  best.  A  t  least,  1*11 
tell  you  all  I  know.  I  wish  I  knew  more.  You  know,  Olga, 
I  feel  every  year  as  though  I  knew  less  than  the  last  yea^i 

She  beamed  at  him,  waiting  expectantly.  That  v/as 
like  Olga,  he  thought.  Straight-forward  and  frank,  she 
said  all  the  things  sho  thought  about,  wondering  ou.t 
loud.  She  was  the  best  student  of  the  three,  with  a  flair 
for  history  and  current  events.  Theodore,  toe,  was 
alert  and  eager  to  loarn.  But  to  Poppy,  school  was 
si.iply,  tho  iiievltable.  While  he  taught  the  lesson  on 
Russia,  Fritz  thought  about  Poppy. 

He  wished  h3  could  know  her,  but  strangely,  she 
had  that  kind  of  reserve  which  belongs  to  most  native 
children,  holding  herself  aloof,  her  thoughts  secret. 

He  felt  her  intense  awareness,  her  almost  adult  perception 
in  her  appraisal  of  others.  Too  bad  she  seemed  so 

oblivious  of  Theodore  who  obviously  worshipped  her . 

Then  perhaps  it  v;  ,s  true  that  the  girl*s  heart  waa  al¬ 
ready  taken.  Fritz  frowned,  thinking  of  Poppy  at  the 
Harvest  Dance  the  week  before,  dancing  with  Jay  Baptiste. 
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It  had  seemed  to  Fritz,  watching  them,  that  ther-e  was 


some  d^ep  understanding  between  then,  no  mere  boy-girl 
affair,  Y^t  they  had  danced  very  little  with  each  other, 
he  remembered.  Surely  the  whole  affair  was  gossip, 
cooked  up  by  Ek  and  Pete  and  his  wife..... And  Jay  would 
soon  be  going  away  trapping  again#. 


With  an  effort,  Fritz  brought  his  thoughts  back  to 


Russia,  talking  earnestly  to  the  three.  There  were  dreams 
in  Poppy*s  eyes.  She  heard  nothing,  he  knew.  A  girl*s 
mother  ought  to  know  these  things.  But  Lina  was  so  hard l 
No,  he  could  not  think  of  talking  to  Lina  about  Jay,  and 
Peta*s  gossip.  I  should  do  something  about  Poppy,  he 
thought.  Someone  must .  1  could  only  get  hr’r  Interested 

Perhaps  Mrs.  Sven . Now  there  Is  an  idea . . 

"Draw  a  map  of  Russia,"  he  said  to  his  class 
finally,  "and  see  what  you  can  find  out  bout  the  indus¬ 
tries  and  products . Now  T  shall  deal  with  the 

science  questions . " 


backless  geography  book  with  torn 


Poppy 


pages,  and  maps  heavily  scored  with  pencil  narks .  She 
flixjped  absently  through  the  pages,  looking  across  the 
crowded  room  at  Bonny,  who  sat  with  the  boginnors, 
modelling  a  grotesque  monster  supposed  to  represent  a 
deer.  He  and  Amos  aters,  the  smallest  children  in  the 
school,  sat  side  by  side,  their  chins  just,  coming  phove 
the  smallest  desk.  They  rolled  out  their  plastioene 
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against  the  legs  of  their  overalls.  Benn,  was  pink¬ 
cheeked  and  blond,  his  hair  tightly  curling,  his  eyes 
vivid  blue.  Amos  had  great  black  eyes,  straight  black 
hair  in  ragged  locks,  and  a  wide  grin  showing  a  gap  where 
two  teeth  were  missing  in  front.  Benny  held  up  his 
shapeless  deer  for  his  sister  to  see.  On  the  desk  stood 
Amos’s  model  of  a  horse,  crude,  but  definitely  recognizable 
The  girl  smiled  at  the  children.  But  when  Fritz  caught 
this  look,  she  became  again  aloof  and  distant,  her  head 
bent  over  her  book. 

"Can  you  come  over  for  a  while  after  school?" 

Olga  whispored,  turning  around.  "Just  for  a  little  while?" 

Poppy  glanced  up  with  a  look  of  warm  gratitude. 

"A  little  while,"  she  murmured. 

"That’s  not  Russia,  tlat  »s  Germany."  Olga  laughed 
noiselessly.  "Russia’s  further  back."  She  began  leafing 
over  the  dog-eared  pages. 

Theodore  poked  Poppy  in  the  back.  " I  got  a  real 
good  outline  map  of  Russia,"  he  told  her.  "You  can  use 
it  if  you  like."  She  really  did  not  want  tils  map,  but 
she  would  not  hurt  liis  feelings  by  telling  him  so.  "Trace 
it  up  at  the  window,"  he  suggested. 

At  the  window,  she  tired,  facing  the  dazzling 
light,  and  her  arms  ached  from  holding  up  the  two  sheets 
of  paper  against  the  pane.  She  was  glad  when  the  big  boys 
pulled  the  tables  up  to  the  ceiling  again,  and  Fritz 
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dismissed  them  all. 

"We're  making  sauerkraut,”  Olga  told  her  as  they 
put  their  books  away.  "But  come  over  and  talk  to  me  for 
a  while.  Mrs.  Sven  likes  you  to  come." 

"I  musn't  stay  too  long,”  Poppy  said.  "Benny 
and  me  have  got  lots  of  chores  to  do.” 

"Don't  I  know  w  at  it's  like  though?" 

They  stood  aside  while  the  younger  children  burst 
out  of  the  door  with  glad  shouts  as  though  they  could  no 
longer  contain  themselves. 

"Gee,  I  like  Russia,"  Olga  said  dreamily.  "I'm 
going  to  look  up  Mrs.  Sven's  good  map  to-night.” 

"I'm  glad  it's  Friday."  Poppy  threw  the  old 
geography  book  untidily  on  the  shelf. 

Fritz  Lieman  who  was  starting  to  put  things  to 
rights,  shook  his  head  sadly. 


2. 

"This  is  really  the  nicest  time  of  the  year, 
don’t  you  think  so,  girls?"  At  t  :e  hot  stove,  Mrs.  Sven 
stirred  her  mustard  pickles  with  a  long-handled  wooden 
spoon.  "All  the  heavy  work  is  done,  and  we  have  just  the 
little  things  left  to  do." 

The  sun's  slanting  rays  flooded  through  t  he 
sparkling  windows  of  her  large  bright  kitchen.  Olga 
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shredded  cabbage  with  long  rhythmic  strokes  over  the 
blades,  while  Pop  y  worked  at  the  table,  cutting  up  the 
vegetables  into  chunks  with  a  big  k  if  e . 

"We »re  getting  our  house  all  fixed  up.  The  men’ll 
be  working  for  some  time  yet,,r  she  said, 

"Are  you  getting  a  sink?"  Olga  asked  eagerly. 

"A  sink,  and  new  linoleum,  and  the  roof  fixed,..,." 

"My,  it’g  upsetting  for  a  woman  to  have  her  kitchen 
being  done  over,"  Irs.  Sven  remarked.  "I  remember  when 
I  was  having  mine  done . Men  tramping  in  every  minute." 

"Not  even  room  to  do  homework."  Poppy  smiled  shyly. 
"No  wonder  I  can’t  get  my  geometry  done." 

"Did  you  got  those  questions  we  had  in  school  to-day?, 
Olga  asked . 

"No.  I  can’t  do  that  darn  geometry." 

"I  think  you’ll  get  it  in  time,"  Mrs.  Sven  assured 
her.  "Hene,  taste  this,  Oqga,  and  tell  me  if  you  think  it’s 
sweet  enough." 

Olga  licked  the  epoon. 

"Mr.  Lieraan  is  a  good  teacher." 

"So  they  say . Sweet  enough,  is  it?  Well, 

I  hopo  he’ll  be  here  when  my  little  Neils  starts  school." 

"There,  I’ve  cut  them  all  up,  Olga.  I  should  be 
going  3oon  now."  Poppy  piled  up  the  chunks  of  cabbage,  and 
wiped  her  hinds  on  a  towel. 

"Must  you  rush  off,  dear?"  Mrs.  Sven  asked.  "But 
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you  will  try  a  little  harder  on  your  geometry,  won't  you? 
You  know,  I'm  so  proud  of  my  pupils  that  go  ahead  in  school 
like  this.  And  now  they  have  that  new  high  school  room 
opened  at  Boar  Trap,  you  girls  will  be  able  to  go  right 
along.  Theodore  too." 

Poppy  hesitated.  "  I  -  I  don't  know  as  I  want  to  go 
on  after  this  year,  though." 

Mrs.  Sven  looked  kindly  at  the  girl  from  behind  her 

silver-r lined  glasses. 

"What  do  you  want  to  do.  Poppy?  You* 11  be  only 
sixteen  in  the  spring," 

"l  don't  know,  I  just  don't  know," 

"Of  course,  I'm  all  for  education  myself.1'  The 
woman  drew  the  tig  pan  of  3 teaming  pickles  aside  on  the 
stove.  "I'd  like  tc  see  all  these  children  get  a  chance, 

the  native  children  too... . Look  at  a  boy  like  Jay. 

It  seems  such  a  pity . " 

Poppy  was  silent,  withdrawn  into  herself. 

"You  know,"  said  Mrs.  Sven  thoughtfully,  "l  think 
that  Jay  -  ” 

A  loud  noise  of  squealing  and  shouting  arose  in  the 

yard  outside. 

"That  must  be  Be  any  j"  Poppy  exclaimed.  "lie's  so 
crazy  over  little  pigs,  he's  always  playing  round  with 
them." 

"Dear,  dear,  they»?.l  wake  up  Margaret  Am'*  just  as 
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I’ve  got  her  to  sleep.  She’s  been  fussing  around  all 
day.”  Mrs.  Sven  rushed  to  the  door..  "Boys .... .boys, 

you  really  mu3t  not . Neils,  come  here,  will  you 

please  ?” 

As  she  3poke,  t  e  two  little  boys  scrambled  out  of 
the  pig-pen  and  began  walking  slowly  towards  the  hoase . 
Eenny  hung  down  his  head,  but  his  blue  eyes  twinkled. 

Neils  was  the  blonder  of  the  two,  a  rather  plump,  solemn 
child  of  five. 

"All  right,  son."  His  mother  took  some  bits  of  straw 
from  his  hair.  C-et  me  an  armful  of  wood,  please." 

"Well,  ws  got  to  go,  Lira.  Sven."  Poppy  came  out  beside 
her,  buttoning  in  her  jacket. 

"i’ll  bring  the  horse  around!"  Benny  cried,  scamper¬ 
ing  off  io  t fence  where  Eig -Enough -Girl  was  tethered. 

"Do  coiuo  tigain,  Poppy,"  the  woman  said  nindly. 

"Couldn’t  joa  com1  coj  r  Sunday  when  you* re  all  through 
house -fixing?’"  <.nd  Bring  Bennj." 

She  stood  at  the  door*  watc  ling  them,  until  the  horse 
trotted  off  down  the  road. 

"l  wish,"  she  sighed,  coming  back  to  her  work," I  wish 
I  could,  keep  that  child,  by  me  for  a  time,  I  do  indeed." 

Olga  swung  her  braids. 

"fell,  I  guess  Poppy’s  a  pretty  gooc.  worker.  She  can 
cook  better  than  me,  I  know  that  much." 
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"My  dear,  I  wasn’t  t  linking  of  that.  You’re  as 
good  a  worker  as  1*11  ever  want,  It»s  just  that . " 

Olga  ohewed  a  bit  of  cabbage  • 

"You  don’t  need  to  worry  about  Jay,  Mrs,  Sven, 

He’s  all  right .... .You  know.  Poppy  isn’t  like  some  of  the 

girls,  boy-crazy . Like  Laura.  It’s  different  about  her 

and  Jay," 

"Yes,  I  know . That’s  wh&t  worries  me.  Jay’s 

good  In  many  ways,  and  I  like  him..  ..But  native's  are 

different  from  us . Please  don't  mention  it  to  her, 

Olga.  But  I  am  worried  about  that  child,  T'm  very  worried 
about  her." 


3. 

Big -Enough -Girl  slowed  to  a  walk,  her  hoofs 
making  a  rustling  among  the  new-fallen  leave c.  A  whistle 
sounded  from  the  side  of  the  road.  Poppy  answered  it, 
pulling  in  her  horse. 

"I  think  that  mare  must  be  getting  old,"  Jay 
said.  Jumping  out  on  to  the  road.  "My  horse  Buck  never 
took  that  long  to  come  home  from  school." 

Poppy  slid  down  to  the  groiind. .  "Buck  didn’t  go 

visiting." 

He  took  the  reins  from  her  hands.  "Let’s  go  back 
in  there  and  sit  by  the  creek..  ..Stay  where  you  arc. 
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Benny,  I*  11  see  you  don*t  fall  off,” 

?II  can*t  stay  long."  the  girl  murmured.  ”l  was 
over  at  Sven*s  already,  and  I  got  to  be  getting  back." 

"Why  are  you  feeling  like  this?"  he  asked  as  they 
threaded  their  way  through  the  bush. 

'Oh . I  can*t  do  my  geometry  any  good." 

He  tied  the  horse  to  a  poplar  tree  and  swung 
Benny  down. 

"See  that  spruce  tree  there,  Benny?"  he  said, 
pointing  to  a  tall  one  near  them,  "if  you  climb  to  the 
top  of  that  tree,  you  can  see  Snakeshead  Hill." 

’’Gee  whizz t"  The  little  boy  ran  off  and  began 
climbing  up  the  strong  branches  like  a  cat.  Poppy  and  Jay 
sat  down  at  the  edge  of  the  creek.  Gold  leaves  floated 
on  the  brown  water.  The  sun  was  warm  on  their  backs, 
but  there  was  a  chill  in  the  air. 

"I  want  a  piece  of  Snakeshead  Hill,"  Tay  said, 
skiiumxng  a  flat  stone  down  the  stream.  His  dark  face  was 
sombre . 

"What  will  you  do  with  it?" 

"Live  tliere.'' 

"l  see  Snake  head  Hill,"  Benny  called  out.  "Gee, 
big  timber  1  ' 

"When  are  you  going  away?"  Poppy  asked,  hugging 


her  knees 
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"Pretty  soon  now,  I }m  going  to  w ork  awhile  before 
I  go  on  the  trap-line,  1*11  see  you  in  the  spring  when 
the  fish  are  running."  Jay  took  off  his  lint  and  stretched 
out  on  the  sun -warned  ground,  watching  sons  birds  darting 
above  the  tree -tops. 

"What  * £  wrong?"  she  asked,  looking  down  at  him, 

" I  wish  1  could  have  got  to  go  to  school, he 
said  huskily.  11 1  get  to  know  some  things.  I  can  speak 
Chyp  and  French  quite  good  now.  But  1  wish  I  could  tell 
then  off  sometimes,  when  l*m  out  working.'1 

They  feel  into  a  troubled  silence.  Then  Benny 
came  rushing  past  them. 

"I  "oetoha  X  can  ma^e  a  sp^shi"  he  shouted, 
flinging  a  rock  into  the  stream.  "There  she  is l  Pretty 
good  splash,  eh?  1  he  scurried  about,  looking  for  another 
s  oone . 

'Won't  you . won’t  you  tell  me  about  what  you’ve 

been  doing?"  Poppy  asked. 

"Whafc  I've  boon  doing?"  Jay  leaned  his  head  on  his 
hand.  ’’Not  about  the  harvesting!" 

"Tell  us  about  the  wolf  float  got  away,"  Lenny  cried 
dropping  a  reck  ana  throwing  himself  on  the  ground  beside 
him. 

"The  wolf  with  fie  track  as  big  as  my  hurai  without 
fie  fingers?"  Jay  laughed.  "All  right.  I'll  tell  you." 
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H©  began  to  talk  then,  freely,  as  though  it  were 
a  release  to  his  spirit,  telling  them  stories  about  his 
experiences  with  wolves.  And  he  told  them  what  it  was 
like,  trapping  out  in  the  forest,  and  sleeping  outside 
in  the  snow.  And  how  he  played  cards  all  night  with  the 
game  warden,  far  away,  in  t  he  dead  of  winter.  The  stream 
beside  them  murmured  soothingly,  while  the  golden  leaves 
fell  upon  the  water.  Big -Enough -Girl  nibbled  brown  grass 
moving  slowly  with  heavy  muted  steps. 

They  were  roused  by  the  sounds  of  a  wagon  rattling 
over  the  road  beyond. 

"It's  latel"  Poppy  cried,  jumping  up.  "We  got  to 

gol" 

’’You*!!  still  be  here  by  spring,  won't  you?”  he 
asked,  "Sure,  Lina  won*t  be  moving." 

With  a  run  and  springing  jump,  the  girl  flung  her¬ 
self  upon  the  horse's  back.  Jay  put  Benny  on  behind  her. 
There  was  a  feeling  of  deep  happiness  among  them. 

"Benny,  don't  you  tell  we  saw  Jay,"  Poppy  prodded 
the  nw.re  with  her  heels  as  they  reached  the  road. 

"Why?"  he  asked,  holding  her  tightly  around  the 

waist  • 

"Because.  School  kids  don't  tell  things.  You're 
not  a  baby  staying  home  no  more.  You're  a  school  kid. 

And  a  school  kid's  got  to  learn  to  keep  a  secret . 

You  won't  tell,  will  you?"  She  looked  round  at  him  as 
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they  rode  along,  "Wo  was  at  Sven’s  the  whole  time," 

He  stared  at  her  with  his  wide,  innocent  blue  eyes, 
"Heck,  I  won’t  tell.  Honest,  Poppy," 

"Gee,  we’re  late l  Hang  on,  Benny,  we’re  going  to 

tear," 

Bi  -Enough-Girl  carried  them  on  a  swift  exhilaratinj 

ride , 

Benny  laughed  and  shouted.  Near  home,  however. 
Poppy  pulled  the  horse  to  a  trot.  With  a  pail  in  eaoh 
hand,  Lina  walked  through  the  yard  towards  the  house. 

"Fine  time  to  be  getting  home  l"  she  shouted,  when 
she  saw  the  children  coming.  "V.'here  was  you?" 

Poppy  slid  down  and  opened  the  gate,  leading  the 
horse  benind  her. 

"We  was  at  Sven* a.  Mrs.  Sven  wanted  me  to  come." 
"Mrs.  Sven  knows  you  got  chores  l  Didn’t  I  tell 
you  to  be  here  at  five  to  feed  them  pigs?" 

"I  forgot  the  time,  Mother." 

"I’ll  learn  you  to  forget.  You  won’t  be  going  to 
Sven’s  no  more  if  you  can’t  keep  your  mind  on  the  time. 
Here  I  got  to  do  all  your  chores  and  my  own.... Got  your 
horse  all  sweated  up  tool" 

Poppy  stood  twisting  the  e neb  of  the  reins  in  her 
hands,  her  eyes  on  the  ground,  while  Benny  jumped  down 


beside  her 
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"Well,  don*t  stand  there l"  Lina  exclaimed,  exasper¬ 
ated.  "Take  your  pony  and  go  get  the  cows. ...  .Bring  in  the 
lunch -pails,  Benny.  " 

At  the  door,  Lina  watched  Poppy  ride  off. 

"Where  was  you  all  this  time?"  she  asked  Benny, 
giving  him  a  quizzical  look. 

Hie  eyes  grew  round. 

"Over  to  Sven*s.  Me  and  Neils  played  with  the 

little  pigs." 

"Hm. . Better  you  should  play  with  my  pigs . 

with  a  pail  of  swill,  I  mean."  She  rubbed  his  curls  in  a 
rough  caress.  "Go  gather  the  eggs,  will  you?" 

CHAPTER  NINETEEN  1. 

School  had  been  dismissed  when  Lina  pulled  up  her 
team  at  the  gate  under  the  budding  trees.  Children  came 
flying  out  of  the  bu  lding,  running  and  shouting  as  they 
scattered  in  various  directions  through  the  bush,  or  went 
to  the  barn  for  their  horses.  She  spotted  Benny  among  a 
group  of  small  boys  who  bounded  from  the  doorway  to  the  shade 
of  the  school,  wrestling  and  boxing  with  each  other. 

"Tell  that  Benny  I  want  himl"  she  exclaimed  to 
Theodore  Setezanka  who  was  leading  his  horse  up  from  the  barn 

"Benny l"  the  boy  bawled  out,  making  a  cup  with  his 
hands .  "Yer  mawl" 


£ 

Lina’s  son  disentangled  himself  with  beating 
fists,  and  ae  ing  Lina,  came  scampering  across  the  yard  to 
her,  barefoot,  with  bits  of  grass  and  wood  chips  clinging 
to  hia  clothes  and  hair. 

"Where’g  jour  shoes?"  his  mother  demanded, 
looking  down  severely  from  the  seat  of  the  wagon. 

He  grinned,  showing  his  teeth,  purplish  from 
chewing  an  indelible  pencil.  "They’re  over  there  by  the 
fence."  I1©  pointed  to  a  clump  of  greening  willow. 

"Hurry  up  and  go  get  them,  and  come  on  home  with 
me."  She  watched  him  go,  noticing  the  stains  of  green  on 

the  elbows  of  his  clean  blue  shirt,  shaking  her  head  in 

\ 

tolerant  amusement.  "Where’s  Poppy?"  she  asked,  as  he 

shinned  up  over  the  wheel  and  plumped  himself  down  beside 

her.  "Don't  see  her  no  place  around." 

"Poppy  T,'ent.  '  lie  wriggled  on  the  spring  seat, 

rubbing  her  shoulder  with  his  curly  head,  "She  went  just  a 

minute  ago . to  see  Olga  at  Mrs.  Sven’s."  He  looked  up 

at  her  innocently  with  round  blue  eyes,  "it  was  geom’try." 

He  wrinkled  his  anub  nose  over  the  difficult  word.  The 

purple  stains  were  everywhere  on  his  freckled  face. 

"You  look  a  sight,''  his  mother  told  him.  "What  dows 

Poppy  have  to  see  Olga  for?  Teacher's  right  here.  She 

shouldn't  go  bothering  Olga,  keeping  her  from  her  work.... 

Come,  on,  Raoeri  Sal,  git  going!"  The  wagon  lurched  for¬ 
ward. 
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Lina  pulled  over  sharply  to  the  right  as  another 
team  appeared  on  the  trail,  coming  from  the  opposite 

direction. 

"Howdy,  Mr.  l.kl'"  she  called,  as  the  driver  came 

abreast . 

"Woahl"  he  shouted  to  his  horses.  "Hello,  hiz 

Ashley." 

They  both  stopped,  each  team  pointing  a  different 
way,  blocking  the  trail.  Ek  sat  high  on  a  load  of  rails, 
smooth  and  well  packed,  with  thin  swaying  ends.  He  shoved 
back  his  hat  on  his  grizzled  head,  a  dreamy  expression  in 

his  large  eyes. 

"Still  aiming  to  buy  my  weeder?"  he  asked  amiably. 
"Hot  at  that  price.  Knock  off  twenty-five  dollars, 
and  the  thing's  sold." 

He  smiled  at  the  big  woman  with  her  uncovered  head 
of  heavy  hair,  and  her  stern  profile,  and  at  the  gamin-laced 
little  boy  peeking  past  her. 

"Twonty-f ive  dollars  is  a  lot  of  money, he  said 
mildly.  "Costs  a  lot  of  money  keeping  my  son  in  school  in 
town."  There  was  a  hint  of  pride  in  hie  voice. 

"You're  telling  ue  tv/onty-five  dcl7«.ars  is  a  lot  of 
money."  She  began  gathering  up  the  lines ;  but  he  sat  quite 
still,  reclining  indolently  on  top  of  his  rails. 

"Coming  to  the  ball  game  ard  dance  to-night?"  ne 

asked. 


21 1 

"Reckon  the  kids » 11  want  to  go." 

"i'll  talk  to  Hilda  and  see  what  she  thinks.  Maybe 
we  can  come  to  some  agreement  to-night." 

"O.K.,  Henry.  Be  seeing  you  to-night."  She 
whistled  to  the  horses,  driving  oif  smiling  to  herself,  "if 
it  wasn't  for  poor  Hilda,  there  wouldn't  be  no  town  school 
for  Emil,"  she  remarked  as  the  swaying  ends  of  the  poles 
disappeared  slowly  into  the  bush.  "Git  up.  Racer'." 

The  sun  warmed  their  backs,  and  a  summery  breeze, 
full  of  fragrance,  blew  in  their  faces,  gently  moving  the 
branches  of  the  greening  trees  about  them.  Patches  of  green 
grase  showed  between  the  wigon  ruts  and  along  the  sides  of 
the  trail. 


"The  fish  sure  must  be  running  good,"  Lina  remarked 

a3  they  came  in  sight  of  the  bridge  over  Crooked  Creek. 

„  the  „ 

There's  Mrs  .  Waters  end  whole  family. 

She  waved  to  Martha  who  stood  on  the  bank  with  a 
fishing -pole  in  her  hand.  In  rolled-up  slacks  and  a  red 
shirt  of  Isaiah's,  her  black  hair  bound  back,  her  feet  bare, 
she  looked  little  more  than  a  clip  of  a  girl.  Her  two 
small  boys  grinned  at  Benny.  With  trouser-legs  rolled  up 
high,  they  paddled  knee  deep  in  the  shallow  water,  each  with 
a  pole  poised  and  ready.  Farther  up  the  bank,  on  the 
pebbly  ground  among  some  willows,  a  tent  was  pitched,  and 

1 

near  it,  Mrs.  Waters  knelt  before  a  smoking  fire,  cleaning 

fish,  and  putting  the  to  be  smoked  on  a  rack  of  slim  green 

_ poles.  a 
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"  How  *  3  the  fishing  going?*’  Lina  shouted,  as  the 
hooves  of  the  horses  clattered  on  the  wooden  bridge. 

Martha *s  voice,  sweet  and  high,  was  carried  on  the 
wind,  her  words  lost  against  the  noise  of  the  w:  gon  sheels. 

"What *  s  that?'1  the  white  woman  asked,  pulling  her 
horses  to  a  standstill  on  the  bridge. 

"I  was  just  saying,"  Martha  said,  coining  closer, 
"That  a  while  ago  the  kids  was  taking  them  out  with  their 
hands,  they  was  so  thick.  V/e'll  get  enough  fish  to  last  for 
quite  a  bit." 

"Be  worth  while  to  take  a  day  off  and  go  fishing,” 
Lina  observed,  leaning  over  to  look  down  into  the  water. 

"i  can  see  them  from  here.  Big  fellows,  too." 

"Lf,t*s  got  going."  Benny  bounced  1j  patiently  on 

the  seat • 

"What,E  tns  matter  with  you?"  Lina  turned  her 

searching  gaze  on  him. 

He  squirmed.  "Another  wagon  might  coins,  and  it 
wouldn f t  be  aUle  to  pass  u  3  on  the  bridge." 

She  gave  him  a  good-natured  cuff  on  the  ear.  "Stop 
your  noise." 

"It»s  lovely  weather,"  Mai t ha  remarked,  adjusting 
the  wire  loop  on  the  end  of  the  pole  with  great  care. 

"how  many  did  you  get?"  Lina  asked  with  interest. 

"About  forty  this  afternoon,  and  theyrre  still 
thick . Sammy l  What  are  you  doing?" 
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Her  young  son  w-s  leaning  forward,  his  pole  out 
of  sight  under  the  bridge, 

"Fish  in  here, !  he  said,  rolling  his  dark  eyes 
upwards  from  under  his  ragged  black  locks, 

"Cone  away  from  there!"  His  mother  began  sliding 
down  the  bank  after  him.  "Aren't  kids  awful?"  she  said, 
appealing  to  Lina.  "There's  broken  glass  under  there. 
He'llget  his  feet  cut." 

“Mom,  I'm  hungry.  Let's  get  going."  Benny  rolled 
from  side  to  aide. 

"How  long  did  it  take?"  Lina  asked  Lartha  who  was 
wading  into  the  water. 

"We  come  Just  after  dinner. ’  She  seized  Sammy  by 
his  cotton  shirt  between  the  shoulders,  dragging  him  away 
from  the  bridge,  while  he  kicked  and  splashed  with  his  feet. 
Amos  watched,  giggling. 

"^oml"  Benny  cried,  pommelling  tier  hard  side  with 
his  small  brown  fists. 

"Land  sakes,  child,  be  still!  Can't  you  let  your 
poor  old  mother  talk  to  a  neighbor  in  peace?" 

"Land  sakes,  I*lom,  can't  you  get  your  poor  child 
something  to  eat?"  iie  lay  back,  shaking  wi-ch  laughter, 
hio  fair  face  flus  hed,  giving  her  sly  looks  from  under  his 
curling  hashes • 

i 

"You  said  a  mouthful  when  you  said  kids  is  awful!" 


! 


• 

« 
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Lina  declared.  "And  boys  above  all.”  She  slapped  Racer't 
rump  lightly  with  the  end  of  the  line.  "Git  along,  you 

old  mulei” 

The  v: heels  made  n  hollow  rumble  on  the  wooden  bridge, 
and  then,  the  noise  of  the  horse3  and  harness  and  wagon 
getting  farther  away,  there  was  just  the  sound  of  the 
lapping  water,  sliding  sr oothly  over  large  rocks  and  water¬ 
logged  trees.  Under  the  bridge.  Jay  and  Poppy  listened, 
motionless,  knee  de  p  in  water,  holding  their  fishing- 
poles  upright.  The  green  sliadowed  water  moved  lazily  by 
their  bare  legs,  where  sometimes  fish,  swimming  languidly 
with  the  slow  current,  touched  them  briefly.  Bright  lines 
of  sunlight,  coming  through  the  cracks  in  the  boards  of 
the  bridge,  fell  across  their  faces.  A  damp,  fishy, 
oar  thy  odor  hung  about  them. 

’Nearly  in  the  trap,  ;  Jay's  dark  eyes  sparkled  with 
mischief,  af  he  lowered  his  pole  and  adjusted  the  snare  at 
the  end  of  it.  till  I  get  that  Sammy l'1 

"I  got  to  go  home  right  away,  1  didn't  know  Mother 
was  going  to  town  to-day.”  Poppy  waded  slowly  into  the 
suns  hi ne • 

"You're  a  bad  girl,''  Martna  laugningly  scolded  her 
from  the  bank.  "If  your  mother  got  to  know  you  was  standing 
under  tha  t  bridge.  "  She  gave  Sammy  a  playful  push. 

"  Playing  hookey  and  ail. 
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Poppy  trailed  her  pole  into  the  water,  wriggling 
her  toes  in  the  mud  beside  Amos.  She  had  a  blue  silk 
kerchief  tied  over  tier  fair  hair,  and  blue  cotton  slacks 
rolled  up  above  her  knees.  There  was  a  warm  color  in  her 
cheeks.  Sho  watched  -Jay  who  stood  very  still,  his  snare 
poised,  his  eyes  following  the  motions  of  a  fish. 

Suddenly  the  pole  bent,  the  struggling  sucker  with  the 
wire  tightening  about  its  body  was  jerked  into  the  air 
and  flung  to  the  bank.  Jay  splashed  ashore  to  loosen  the 
snare.  The  victim  flopped  helplessly  in  the  grass, 
opening  its  wide  mouth,  and  finally  lay  still.  Disturbed 
by  the  noise,  other  frightened  fish  darted  swiftly  into 
cool  dark  hiding  places  behind  submerged  logs  and  atones. 
The  flowing  water,  with  its  low  soothing  murmur,  sparkled 
in  the  sunlight*  Amos  combed  the  wator  aimlessly  with 
his  snare. 

il  iou  really  got  to  go?:l  Jay  asked,  leaning  care¬ 
lessly  against  the  bank. 

"Yes,  1  got  to, :  the  girl  replied,  making  no  move 
to  go,  fascinated  by  tfco  play  of  light  reflected  on  his 
face  fpom  th^  glint  of  sunlight  on  water.  Be  wore  his 
b  lack  hat  on  the  back  of  his  heaa,  tho  thong  loose  about 
his  chin.  His  grey  cotton  shirt  was  open  down  the  front, 
the  sleeves  rolled  up.  With  half-closed  black  eyea,  he 
watched  the  two  little  boys  splashing  water  on  each  other. 
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and  Martha  taking  the  latest  catch  to  Mrs.  Waters.  The 
warm  "breeze  wafted  the  acrid  scent  of  the  wood,  a  moke  to 

them. 

"Your  horse  in  the  school  "barn?"  he  asked. 

"Yos.1'  She  tossed  her  pole  on  to  the  grass  above. 
"1*11  come  with  you." 

They  sprang  out  of  the  water,  leaping  barefoot  up 
the  steep  bank,  hand  in  hand. 

,fWe  got  to  be  careful,"  Poppy  said,  "so  Fritzy  v;on*t 

see  us." 


The  sun  was  down.  The  clear  blue  sky,  deepening  in 
colour,  9 till  flowed  in  the  vrest  with  a  ruddy  hue  .  It  was 
still  quite  light,  though  the  trees  were  beginning  to  look 
blackly  outlined  in  the  distance.  The  ball  game  between 
tho  men  of  the  Tiger  Lily  district,  and.  those  of  Crooked 
Ore  ok,  was  in  the  f  irst  half  of  the  last  inning.  A  long 
line  of  wagons  stood  up  against  the  school  yard  fence, 
tethered  teams  guzzling  In  out  bag3,  or  nibbling  bundles. 
Squaws  in  b right  blankets,  and  other  women  of  various 
nationalities,  In  gayly  coloured  dresses,  yelled  from  the 
wagons,  stood  and  sat  in  clusters  behind  cue  home  plate 
and  along  the  sid  lines  with  the  men  who  were  not  taking 
part,  to  lie  Okie  the  opposing  teams .  Small  hoys  dodged 
about,  getting  in  the  way,  and  adding  tc  the  general  din. 
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Tiger  Lily  had  the  field,  with  Jay  pitching,  Freddy 
Knife  on  first  base,  and  Fritz  Lieman,  his  mild  bespectacL 

vfi 

facd  well  caged,  catching.  Sven  Jensen,  bending  forward 

1  , 

with  his  hands  on  hi3  knees,  his  hafir  yellow  as  ripe  wheat, 

r  ' 

stood  behind  the  dark -faced  pitcher,  an  efficient  umpire. 
Gene  Riviere  was  up  to  bat. 

"Strike  one!"  Sven  called  as  the  ball  sailed  over 

9 

the  plate . 

Loud  yells  of  protest  went  up  from  the  wagons  of 

Crooked  Creek. 

"Le  can't  hit  nothing!  Baby -face  Gone!  Baby -face, 
baby -face  l  :  came  the  howls  of  derision  iron.  Tiger  Lily 
fans  •  '  Crooks  l  Crooks  l1, 

"That's  the  fellow  Laura  Petersen's  getting 
marriad  to,  "  Lina  '  old  ?op])y  as  they  watched  from  their 
wagon,  "lie  sure  snows  the  breed,  useless  bora." 

"Strike  two l"  Sven  called. 

A  groat  uproar  of  heckling  and  yelling  across 
from  both  aides.  Gene  bent  his  great  frame  io.v,  gripping 
0  bnt  tightly,  kiakin*  eut  dirt  frora  under  his  feet. 

Jay  caught  the  ball  neatly,  holding  it  speculatively  for 
a  moment,  the  whites  of  hia  e^es  gleaming  in  his  brown 
face  . 


"Gome  on.  Crooked  Creek!  Drown  the  lilies l  Look 
at  that  pitcher!  Look  at  that  smart -faced  guy l" 
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"Strike  fchre  ;  and  you're  outl"  Sven  called,  jerking 
his  thumb  up,  as  Gene  struck  wildly  at  a  low  ball,  missing 
it  by  a  foot.  Deafening  cheers  and  loud  boos  resounded. 
The  batter  flung  his  bat  angrily  to  the  ground,  directing 
a  flow  of  abusive  language  to  the  umpire.  Sven  remained 
intrepid,  a  smile  on  his  pink -cheeked  face. 

"Batter  up!” 

Flip  Brown,  a  tall  blond  youngster  of  seventeen, 
picked  up  the  dusty  bat • 

"There's  Olga,"  said  Poppy,  watching  the  big  girl 
bending  over  the  score -keeper  near  third  base.  "Olgaj" 

She  took  the  kerohief  from  her  head,  waving  it.  "What's 
the  score?"  The  yelling  all  around  them  drowned  her  voice 
Suddenly,  a  beautiful  fly  ball  sailed  over  the  diamond, 
while  Flip  ran  swiftly,  bat  in  hand. 

"Get  iti  Get  it  l  Mss  it  t  Miss  itt"  were  the 
hoarse  ories. 

Freddy  Knife,  on  first  base,  howled,  nearly  weeping 
to  Emil  Ek,  dreaming  out  in  field. 

"Emil l  Emil l "  Jay  shouted.  But  the  ball  bounced 
into  a  willow  bush,  causing  the  fielder  to  wake  with  a 
start,  H©  tore  frantically  at  the  grass  at  the  foot  of 
the  will  >ws  like  one  possessed,  giving  Flip  time  to  run 
easily  round  the  diamond,  scoring  a  home  run.  Groans 
sounded  from  the  Tiger  Lily  wagons,  while  the  Crooked 


260 


Cre  k  fans  shouted  and  jumped  up  and  down  for  joy. 

’‘What’s  that  Emil  think  he’s  doing?”  Lina  exclaimed 
in  disgust.  :|I  s’pose  he’s  home  for  the  week  end  from 
town.  Whore’s  Henry  and  Hilda,  I  wonder?” 

’’Her©  comes  Olga  now.”  Poppy  leaned  over  the  side 
of  the  wagon.  ”Come  on  up  here,  Olga.” 

"It  sure  is  close,"  Olga  slid,  eagerly,  swinging 
her  long  legs  over  the  side  of  the  wagon  box. 

’’What's  the  score?" 

”It  was  five -five,  but  that  home  run  made  it  six- 
five  for  tho  Crooks.” 

"Seen  my  kid  around  any  place?”  Lina  asked. 

"Benny?”  He’s  right  down  there  with  my  brother.... 
There!1  she  cried,  as  a  cheer  went  up.  ‘it’s  three 
down.  'Now  we  can  make  some  runs.” 

Lina  looked  the  girl  up  and  down  speculatively. 

"We  don’t  S0e  *uoh  of  you  any  more,  Olga." 

"Well,  I’m  working,  you  know,  for  Mrs.  Sven,  so  I 
can  get  to  school  in  Bear  Trap  this  fall." 

"How  are  you  going  to  manage  that?” 

Olga  sat  down  on  a  corner  of  the  wagon  box.  "Well, 
I’m  going  to  raise  a  garden  this  summer.  I  can  stay  in 
town  with  Mrs .  Ferguson  if  I  do  the  cooking  and  cleaning 
up,  and  pay  the  rest  with  vegetables  and  a  little  money. 
Pop  fixed  it  for  me." 

"That's  the  way  to  hit  l  Atta  boy,  -Jay!  Beat  the 
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Crooks l"  the  fans  shouted  as  the  hall  disappeared  far 
beyond  the  fielders,  and  the  captain  of  the  Tiger  Lily 
team  scored  a  home  run. 

"Them  breeds  sure  can  play  ball,"  Lina  remarked. 

" *Bout  all  they  are  good  f or. . . .  .Lay,  Olga,  did  you  hear 
Laura* a  marrying  Gene  Riviere?” 

"It's  true,"  Poppy  broke  in.  "She  told  me.  I  saw 
her  when  I  was  coming  home  from  school  yesterday." 

"What's  her  mother  thinking  of?" 

"Laura  got  in  trouble,  I  guess,"  Olga  answered 
mat  ter  -of  -fact  ly.  "Oh  hej.ll  Freddy  Knif©  went  outi" 

"It  *s  getting  dark,  and  they  can*t  see  the  ball  so 
good,"  s  ;id  Poppy.  'Gee,  it»s  chilly.  i»here*s  my  sweater?" 

Olga  clapped  her  hand  over  her  mouth.  "Did  I  say 
*heli*  again?"  She  held  out  her  hand.  "Hit-  me  hard. 

Poppy l  That's  right l  Oh  dearl" 

"What*s  come  over  you?"  Lina  asked,  as  both  girls 
shook  their  stinging  fingers. 

"R'rs.  Sven  is  learning  me  my  manners,"  Olga  replied 
"Shall  I  show  you?" 

The  woman  hesitated,  surprised . 

"Sure,  go  a  he  id." 

Olga  was  in  ragged  denim  slacks,  and  a  worn  shirt  of 
her  father's  tticked  in  at  the  collar.  Shaking  back  her 
long  braids,  she  bent  her  head  a  little,  makihg  a  pleasing 
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gesture  with  her  hand. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr  a .  Ashley.  I  do  hop©  you  are 
enjoying  the  ball  game.  It's  a  lovely  evening,  isn't  it?" 
Her  voioe  was  not  a  deep  and  cultured  one,  but  it  was 
pleasant.  She  spoke  with  just  a  hint  of  an  accent,  scarce¬ 
ly  definable.  There  in  the  wagon  box,  she  stood,  smiling, 
graoious,  her  face  alight,  while  round  tier  the  swearing, 
yelling  crowd,  shouted  and  heckled  in  the  most  abusive 
language,  as  Fritz  came  tearing  in  from  third  base,  and 
G©ne  missed  the  ball  in  the  catcher's  box.  Poppy  went 
into  fits  of  laughter,  but  Lina  looked  at  Olga  with  a 
curious  new  adm  ration. 

"Hold  your  noise.  Poppy i"  she  ordered.  "I  think 
that's  real  nice,  Oiga." 

"There  goes  E. dl  out  on  first,  the  silly  old  -  l" 
Olga  cried,  coming  out  of  her  pose.  ' Oh,  Poppy,  there  I 
go  againl  Hit  me  hardl" 

The  ball-game  ended  then,  and  the  players  came  in 
from  their  positions  out  in  field.  A  fight  started  almost 
immediately  between  Gene  Riviere  and  Freddy  Knife.  They 
rushed  at  each  other,  going  down  in  a  rolling  heap.  One 
of  the  Desjarlais  boys  ran  to  Freddy's  assistance,  while 
several  men  from  Crooked  Creek  clenched  their  fists. 

What  looked  as  though  it  might,  become  a  general  free-for- 
all  was  swiftly  checked  when  Sven  and  Fritz  separated  the 
combatants  forcibly.  Cries  of,  "Three  cheers  for  Tiger 
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Lilyl"  roared  from  the  wagons  of  the  district.  "Hip-hip. 

. I" 

"Three  che  rs  for  Crooked  Croekl"  "Hip-hip////. I " 

"Three  cheers  for  Tiger  Lilyl"  Benny  shrilled 
as  the  cheers  died  down.  He  lookedup  adoringly  at  Jay, 
who  ruffled  the  little  "boy’s  curls  with  his  dark  hand.s. 

Lina  climbed  down  out  of  the  wagon • 

"Hand  me  that  box  of  sandwiches,  will  you.  Poppy? 

I  want  to  see  Emil  and  ask  him  where  his  old  man  is." 

When  they  came  up  to  the  building  where  the  ball 
p3.ayers  had  gathered,  arguing  loudly  withSven,  Poppy  and 
Olga  dropped  behind  a  step,  following  Lina  through  the 
crowd.  Jay  and  Poppy  exchanged  glances.  She  held  up  three 
fingers. . His  eyes  flickered  a  smile*.  • 

3. 

In  the  vague  grey  light  of  early  morning,  teams 
and  wagons  pulledout  from  the  side  of  the  road,  crowded 
and  noisy  as  they  rattled  off.  Pale  light  shone  from  the 
windows  of  the  school  where  a  few  loiterers  Btill  talked 
together. 

"I  want  to  go  to  sleep,1'  Benny  murmured,  rubbing 
his  eyes.  He  curled  up  in  a  quilt  on  the  bottom  of  the 
wagon.  Poppy  stood  beside  him,  leaning  against  the  back 
of  the  wagon  box,  chewing  a  straw  and  humming  the  home 
waltz.  Lina  climbed  in,  gathering  up  the  lines. 
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"Just  a  minute,"  she  grunted,  "i  think . "  She 

looked  over  at  the  school  with  its  lighted  windows.  "I 

think  maybe . I*  11  be  right  back.  I  just  want  to  talk 

to  Ek  for  a  moment ...  .-.If  I  come  down  five  bucks....." 

She  gave  a  short  laugh,  climbing  to  the  ground  again  with 
great  a  gility. 

Poppy  spat  out  the  straw  and  yawned,  watching 
her  mother  go  back  into  the  school  yard.  It  was  that  time 
of  morning  when  all  seems  grey  and  shadowless,  outlines 
indistinct,  and  faces  weirdly  ..ale.  She  shivered  a 
little  in  the  orisply-cool  fresh  air,  with  its  scents  of 
pine,  and  drenched  grass,  and  damp  earth.  Young  birds 
were  cheeping  sleepily  in  the  trees.  A  team  and  wagon 
slowly  passed  her  with  Isaiah  driving,  sitting  on  the 
spring  seat  with  Lartha  beside  him.  She  held  bis  fiddle 
carefully  aloft,  guarding  it  from  the  wild  scuffling  of 
the  crowd  in  the  back,  where  the  little  boys,  Freddy  Knife 
and  several  of  his  cronies,  and  old  Bill  Manydogs,  were 
having  a  hilarious  time  of  it.  A  sudden  loud  creaking  of 
wood  brought  them  to  a  stop. 

"Something  break?"  Freddy  asked,  leaning  over 
precariously. 

Jay  appeardd  from  behind  them,  walking;  He 
inspected  the  axles  and  peered  underneath,  while  everyone 
in  the  wagon  wilted  hopefully,  craning  their  neok3. 


265 

"  It* s  O.E.,"  he  announced.  He  stood  In  the 
trail  as  they  drove  off.  Bill  singing  lustily,  Freddy 
holding  a  screaming,  wriggling  Sausny  head  downwards  over 
the  side  of  the  wagon* 

"Aren*t  you  going  with  them?"  Poppy  asked. 

He  came  over  to  her,  leaning  against  the  front 
wheel  where  no  one  could  see  him  fro::;  the  school* 

"l*m  pulling  out  logs  for  a  house  over  at 
Snake s he  ad  Hill." 

"A  homestead?" 

"Yes." 

She  slipped  down  to  the  ground  beside  him.  "Are 
you  going  to  be  a  farmer?" 

"No.  But  a  trapper  Is  all  right  someti  es. 

Only  he  Is  hungry  when  the  berries  aren*t  thick  and  the 
rabbits  have  disease.  Besides  -  " 

They  heard  a  wagon  rumble  off  in  the  other 
direction.  When  its  noise  became  quieter,  the  piping  notes 
of  a  vesper  sparrow  sounded  into  the  grey  morning. 

"There* s  our  bird,"  Jay  whispered. 

Lina  came  out  of  the  school  with  Fritz,  v/ho 
carried  an  unlit  gas -lamp  In  eaoh  hand. 

"Very  successful  evening,"  he  said  serenely. 
"Ve»ll  soon  have  enough  money  for  a  dandy  school  picnic." 

Lina  watched  a  wagon  going  off  down  the  road. 


266 


"That  Henry  Ek  is  sure  pig-headed,  but  he 
come  down  some  for  me." 

"Well,  good  morning,  rs.  Ashley.  Going  to  be 
another  nioe  day,  isn't  it?"  Fritz  turned  off  in  the 
direction  of  his  ii  Lie  shack  among  the  trees. 

Poppy  no  longer  stood  where  her  mother  had  left 
her.  Probably  gone  to  slee  p  beside  Benny,  Lina  thought. 

She  walked  quietly  through  the  short  wet  grass,  feeling 
pleased  with  herself.  The  night  was  gone,  and  a  bird  sang. 
The  sky  was  somewhat  lighter  now.  It  would  be  about  time 
to  milk  when  they  got  home.  They  could  catch  up  on  some 
sleep  in  the  afternoon  when........ 

She  saw  them  when  she  came  around  to  the  other 
side  of  the  wagon.  Jay  and  Poppy.  They  did  not  hear  her 
come.  For  a  moment  Lina  stood  speechless. 

"Poppy l"  sho  choked  out.  The  girl  turned 
swiftly,  shrinking  back  against  the  wagon.  Jay  stood 
with  his  band  on  PoPPy's  shoulder.  "So  this  is  what 
you're  up  to!"  the  woman  stormed.  "The  minute  you  think 
my  back  is  turned,  you're  in  the  arms  of  a  dirty  half- 
breed  t " 

"l. other l"  the  girl  gasped.  She  looked  like  a 
ghost  in  the  grey  light • 

"Get  into  tho  wagon,  you  piese  of  misery!" 


Hor  daughter  did  not  move 
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"You  dare  defy  me  l" 

"Leave  her  alone,"  Jay  said,  very  low.  "it 
wasn't  her  fault,  Lina.  It  was  mine," 

"Youi  The  number  of  tidies  I  fed  you  at  my  door. 

I  might  better  of  fed  a  stray  dog.” 

His  face  quivered.  "There  are  dogs  better  than 
you."  He  walked  away,  then.  Into  the  corning  light  of  the 
morning • 

"Never  mind  him.  He'll  get  drunk  and  feel  fine,” 
Lina  said  to  her  daughter.  "Now  get  into  the  wagoAl 
There'll  be  no  more  running  around  for  you,  my  girl.  ^1*11 
not  trust  you  out  of  ny  sight." 

As  they  took  the  rough  homeward  trail,  the  v/orcan 
cracked  the  long  lineo  over  the  horses*  heads.  Flecks  of 
foam  flew  back  to  her  from  their  mouths.  Behind  her  in 
the  jolting  wagon-bo^.  Poppy  sat  limply,  holding  Benny's 
curly  head  in  her  lap.  The  miracle  of  day  was  breaking 
over  them  as  a  line  of  scarlet  appeared  in  the  east,  and 
the  trees  about  them  seamed  to  emerge  from  greyness, 
sharply  distinct  and  colourful  as  though  they  were  waking 
and  stretching  themselves.  Cool  and  fresh  the  breeze  blew, 
3ighing  In  the  brandies. 

When  they  drove  into  their  own  yardjfi,  the  girl 
shook  the  sleeping  child  partially  awake.  She  climbed  down 
over  the  wheel,  her  foot  slipping  on  the  raetal  rim.  Benny 
jumped  down  to  her,  sleepily.  Lind  did  not  look  at  them 
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at  all.  She  had  unharnessed  the  horses  when  Poppy  came 

outside  again. 

11  Where  are  you  going?"  her  mother  called. 

"To  get  the  cows,"  she  said  tonelessly. 

"Come  here.  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 

Poppy  came  slowly  along  the  path,  seating  herself 
on  a  log  near  the  harn  door. 

"You1 re  going  to  school  this  fall.  To  Edmonton." 
The  woman  opened  the  pasture  gate,  standing  aside  for  the 
horses  to  go  through.  " I’ve  been  planning  it  for  quite 
some  time.  There’s  good  money  in  hogs  now."  She  fastened 
the  stiff  wire  gate  with  expert  hands.  "And  what’s  more  -  " 
She  turned  back  to  the  girl.  But  Poppy  had  got  up  from 
the  log  and  faced  her. 

"i  won’t  gol"  ahe  cried.  "I  won’t  get  on  the 
train.  I  won’t  go,  and  you  can’t  make  me.  I’ll  run  away. 
I’ll  go  to  Syml"  Jj^r  eyes  were  dark  in  her  white  face. 

"You’ll  do  as  you’re  told,"  Lina  said.  "Go  get 

the  cows." 

"I  won’t  go  to  Edmonton 1"  the  girl  flung  out. 

And  she  went  off  into  the  bush. 

The  sky  was  dappled  pink  in  the  east,  ind  rays 
of  sun  straggled  through  the  tree -tops. 

"Someone’s  got  to  talk  turkey  to  you,"  Lina 
said,  sitting  on  an  upturned  pail,  milking  the  red  and 
white  cow.  "You  don’t  know  what  you’re  doing." 
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Poppy  was  silent,  pressing  her  forehead  against 
Bossy *s  warn  black  thigh.  The  i  ilk  foamed  into  her  pa il 
in  steady  rhythmic  sounds. 

I?  Jay  Baptiste  *s  just  another  of  them  breeds. 

Got  no  folks.  Nobody  knows  who  he  is  or  where  he  come 

from . Born  under  some  spruce  tree  more’n  likely . 

Drinks  up  his  money . No  more  reliable  than  a  hen  trotting 

round  without  its  head*... .Put  him  in  the  hayfiald,  and 
he  *11  leave  you  flat  if  he  happens  to  smell  something  in 
the  wind . Jay»s  a  mongrel  breed." 

The  girl  said  nothing. 

"You  can*t  just  stick  around  after  this  year," 
her  mother  went  on.  "School *s  the  best  place  for  you.  At 

Ldmonton  you’d  meet  someone  decent . Well,  what  do  you 

think  of  it,  eh? . Poppy l "  Lina  got  up,  kicking  away 

her  stool,  and  emptying  the  heavy  pail  of  milk  into  a 
cream  can.  "Don’t  sit  there  and  sulk.  Say  something l " 

She  came  over  to  the  girl.  "Poppy . " 

The  girl  turned  her  pale  face  to  her  mother, 
loaning  her  cheek  on  the  cow»s  black  hide. 

"1*11  go  to  sohool  with  Olga..... at  Bear  Trap," 
she  answered  desperately. 

The  woman  was  silent  at  this,  her  scorching  blue 
gaze  searching  her  daugh^ter’B  eyes.  Bo££y  chewed  plaoidly 
while  the  streams  of  milk  beat  monotonously  into  the  pail. 
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A  grey  cat  and  an  orange  one  stood  near,  mewing  expectantly# 
Polly,  the  black  and  white  cow,  mooed  plaintively.  Lina 
went  to  her.  . 

r,But  there’s  Sym. . . . . .The  Bear  Trap  pool  room 

is  no  place  for  a  young  girl." 

"I  want  to  be  with  Olga  at  Mrs.  Ferguson’s.” 

Poppy  moved  to  empty  her  pail  of  milk. 

"Go  along  and  get  breakfast,  will  you?" 

While  Poppy  was  frying  flap- jacks.  Penny  came 
out  of  his  room,  rubbing  his  eyes  sleepily. 

"l*m  hungry,"  he  announced,  sitting  down  at  the 
table  before  his  empty  plate.  "Poppy,  Benny’s  hungry."  He 
rubbed  his  tangled  hair  with  a  grubby  fist.  But  his  3ister 
did  not  answer.  She  kept  her  back  to  him  in  a  strained, 
unnatural  silence.  lie  could  not  endure  it,  but  ran  to 
her,  looking  up  into  her  face. 

"What’s  the  matter.  Poppy?" 

She  turned,  the  sizzling  flap-jack  without  answer¬ 
ing. 

"Look,  Poppy."  He  dug  into  his  p  cket.  "You  can 
have  my  biggest  gophor-ta.il.  It’s  lots  bigger’n  Sammy’s. 

You  can  have  it."  lie  slipped  the  treasure  into  the  pocket 
of  her  blue  Jeans.  She  pressed  his  head  against  hor  side. 

"Go  toll  Jay  -  "  She  looked  apprehensively  at 

t  e  door,  "Tell  Jay  1^  don’t  think  he’s  a  dog . And  tell 

him  I  got  to  go  to  school  at  Bear  Trap  after  thrashing. 
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Will  you  tell  him  that? 


H 


"Yes."  He  hugged  her  hard  around  the  waist. 
"When?"  she  persisted. 

"To-morrow,  when  me  and  Sammy  and  Arnos  goes 
gopher -trapping."  ” 

"it’s  a  secret . Cross  your  heart  and  hope  to 

die  If  you  tell." 

He  stood  back,  looking  solemn.  "Cross  my  heart. 
Poppy,  I  won’t  tell." 


CHAPTER  TWENTY 
“  •  1. 

Line,  slap  od  the  lines  on  the  dash-board,  hurry- 

‘ 

ing  the  horse 3. 

"See  you  get  good  meals.  Don’t  let  her  cheat  you. 
She1  s  a  hard  dame,  but  she’ll  see  you  toe  the  line.  Just 
as  well  In  that  Bear  Trap  dump." 

Olga  and  Poppy  sat  beside  her  on  the  spring  seat 
of  the  wagon.  It  was  a  day  in  the-  middle  of  October, 
their  first  day  at  high  school.  The  weather  was  bright 
and  crisp,  but  about  them,  dry  leaves  fluttered  from  the 
trees,  blanketing  the  for  st  paths.  Olga  wore  Mrs.  Sven’s 
fawn  skirt  and  jacket  made  over,  and  brightened  by  an 
organge  blouse.  Poppy  had  a  smart  red  and  navy  outfit  which 
her  mother  had  made  for  her. 
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"Guess  it* a  all  right  to  wear  slacks  and  moccasins 
when  the  weather  gets  cold,"  Lina  remarked.  "But  if  you* re 
going  any  place,  you  *  ve  got  decent  clothes ;  and  see  you 
wear  them." 

"There’s  the  grain  elevators.  '"Gee,  we’re  nearly 
there.  Pinch  me.  Poppy.  I  think  I’m  dreaming."  In  spite 
of  the  jolts  of  the  wagon,  Olga  gazed  raptly  ahead, 
clutching  a  large  worn  loose -leaf  note -book  under  her  arm. 

"Mrs.  Ferguson’s  won’t  be  no  dream,"  Lina  warned 
her,  casting  a  quick  look  into  the  b^ck  of  the  wagon  where 
two  large  sacks  of  vegetables  and  an  old  suitcase  shook 
around  on  the  floor.  "But  you’ll  have  enough  to  do  there 
so  you  won’t  have  no  tlao  for  monkeying  round." 

"Y.e  bettor  go  right  to  school.  Mother."  Poppy’s 
eyes  were  rather  frightened,  her  hair  wind-blown  under  her 
little  round  red  hat.  "We’re  late  now." 

Lina  8 lowed  the  horses  at  the  railway  line, 
pulling  them  in  expertly.  They  bumped  over  the  roixgh 
crossing,  spanking  down  the  main  road. 

"i’ll  let  you  off  at  the  hotel.  I’ll  go  see  the 
Mrs.  myself.  Gut  you  get  then l  I’ll  be  in  for  you  on 
Friday." 

"What  tine  is  it?"  Poppy  asked  nervously,  as  Lina 
drove  off,  le  *ving  them  beside  the  hotel. 

Olga  brushed  some  straw  from  her  jacket.  "Lot’s 
look  in  here,"  she  said,  craning  to  peer  through  the  window 
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of  the  hotel  waiting-room.  "Doesn’t  seem  to  be  no 

c lock • ? 

Romeo  cane  up  the  street,  mooching  along  with 
his  sloppy  walk.  Is  lank  hair  hanging  down  over  his 
eyes,  his  caxj  at  a  rakish  angle  over  one  ear. 

” Wanna  drink?"  he  asked,  grinning,  making  his 
long  teeth  conspicuous. 

Olga  drew  herself  up.  *We  wer  only  looking  to 

see  the  time.” 

"Time?  It’s  day-time."  He  went  off  with  a  loud 

( 

laugh. 

"i-<©t’s  got  going,"  Pop  y  suggested.  "Anyway, 
we  know  we’re  late." 

They  set  off  through  the  alley  between  the  hotel 
and  the  pool  room,  to  a  v/ide  field  where  the  school 
stood,  the  tall  girl  with  her  dark  braids  wound  round 
her  head,  and  her  smaller  companion  in  her  red  cap  and 
jacket.  A  chilly  breeze  blew  in  their  faces,  nodding 
the  dr„  brown  weeds  of  the  field,  fluttering  tlie  Union 
Jack  on  its  tall  pole  beside  the  school-house. 

"Do  you  think  we  should  knock?"  Poi)py  asked, 
"yes."  Olga’3  fingers  tightened  on  her  notebook. 

"Olga. . Let’s  stick  together." 

" O.K. ,  Poppy.  I’ll  do  anything  for  you,  if 
you’ll  do  anything  for  me." 


. 


: 


' 
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They  took  hands,  standing  for  a  moment  in  the 
free  aih  under  the  October  sunsrdne . 

"Don*t  be  afraid l  It  *11  be  new,  anyway.  It  *11 
be  different.”  Olga  flung  back  her  head  with  her  quick 
spontaneous  laughter.  "Well,  let*s  bang  the  old  door 
down,  and  see  what  happens  next." 

They  approached  shyly,  going  up  the  steps  as 
quietly  as  possible  in  their  stiff  new  shoes.  Olga  rapped 
sharply  with  her  knuckles,  her  eyes  alight  with  daring. 
Poppy  waited  tensely,  her  hands  in  her  pockets.  They 
heard  the  quick  clicking  of  heels,  and  then  the  door 
opened,  revealing  the  teacher  in  her  new  blue  tailored 
school  dress  with  its  immaculate  white  silk  collar. 

"Good  morning,"  she  said,  playing  with  the  ctelk 
in  her  tend.  She  had  a  pleasant  face  with  delicate 
features  and  grey-blue  eyes,  her  voice  was  rather  thin. 

"Good  morning,"  Olga  answered,  thoroughly  awed. 
Poppy  only  stared. 

"Are  you  -  new  pupils?" 

"Yes,  yesl"  Olga  remembered  her  manners  in  a 
rush.  "We  are  Olga  Panaohulf  and  Iviary  Belle  Ashley  from 
Tiger  Lily  School,  he  have  our  report  cards...... "  She 

opened  her  notebook. 

"Come  in,  come  in.  The  wind  is  cold  this  morning. 

As  the  door  closed  upon  them  in  the  dark  little 
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cloak-room.  Poppy  had  a  f  ©ling  of  panic.  Through  the 
hall' -open  door  of  the  class-room,  whe  heard  the  whispers, 
thesnickers,  and  scraping  of  feet  of  the  students  there ? 
the  noise  of  a  pencil -sharpener,  the  slapping  of  a  ruler 
on  a  desk.  She  clenc  ed  her  hands  deep  in  her  pockets. 

“You  may  take  off  your  things  her©,‘‘  the  teacher 
told  them.  “You  are  in  Grade  ten,  I  suppose?  01ga.o.. 
and  Mary  Belle,  was  it?  I»m  Kiss  Walker." 

"Pleased  to  meet  ;you,“  Olga  said,  sliding  off 
her  jacket  and  beaming  with  smiles.  "Come  on.  Poppy,"  she 
whispered.  “Take  off  your  coat." 

They  went  into  the  crowded,  sunny  class-room 
of  forty  students  who  looked  around  at  them  in  curiosity. 

At  the  back  of  the  room  were  some  desks  piled  up  on  top 
of  each  other.  When  Liss  Walker  went  to  these,  prut  her 
hand  on  the  top  one  looking  helpless,  Jim  Holborg,  a  tall  . 
gangling  youth  with  thick  glasses  and  large  red  hands, 
came  to  her  rescue  •  Boi  ehow  e  managed  to  settle  two 
desks  and  seats  near  the  stove,  in  the  only  remaining  space 
and  the  new  girls  sat  down.  Poppy  took  a  folded  piece  of 
paper  and  a  stub  of  pencil  out  of  her  skirt  pocket,  while 
Olga  opened  ter  large  note -book  with  a  business-like  air. 

A  complicated  time-table  and  a  map  of  hurope 
covered  the  side  black-board.  Miss  Walker  began  to  e:xplain 
a  difficult -looking  geometry  diagram  on  the  front  board. 
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Olga  looked  at  it  with  3hrewd  comprehension.  Poppy  with 
desperate  agony.  1^  w  .s  very  hot  so  near  the  stove.  The 
room  smelled  of  lunches  and  apples.  A  few  seats  ahead  of 
them,  Theodore  turned  around,  smiling.  Emil  Ek,  suddenly 
grown  out  of  all  recognition,  sat  with  the  Grade  eleven 
group,  flushing  very  red  and  refusing  to  look  at  the  two  who 
had  just  come  in.  0n  the  whole,  the  class  worked  indus¬ 
triously.  Several  of  the  girls  looked  as  though  they  would 
he  nice.  Poppy  thought.  But,  sitting  a  couple  of  rows 
over,  she  saw  Viola  Brown,  the  daughter  of  the  post -matter 


and  Rosa  lee  Trent,  whose  father  was  the  station  agent.  Popp 
disliked  them  both  instantly.  Viola  was  a  little  blond  thing 
with  round  blue  ey<  s  and  curling  eye -lashes  and  a  wide 
smiling  mouth#  Rosaloe»s  dark  waving  iiair  was  plastered 
almost  over  one  side  of  her  painted  face.  Staring  at 
Poppy  and  Olga,  she  whispered  something  to  Viola  behind  her 
band,  and  they  both  giggled. 

"And  therefore,"  Miss  Walker  ended  triumphantly, 
"AB  is  greater  tlian  DG.  Take  Theorem  eight  for  homework." 

She  moved  to  the  desk,  giving  a  little  jingle 
on  a  silvery  bell.  Recess,  and  the  class  could  relax. 

Olga  wrote  on  the  first  clean  sheet  of  her  loose-leaf  note¬ 
book.  " Homework  -  Theorem  Eight."  The  teacher  beokoned 
to  the  new  pupils. 

"Come  up  here,"  she  said,  "and  we *11  arrange 
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for  your  courses  and  your  books," 

1 

"Hurry  up,  Viola/'  said  Rosa  lee  fro:?  the  doorway. 
"Got  to  get  away  fro:::  the  wife  and  the  kids  I " 


Olga  turned  scarlet,  but  she  marched  up  to  the 

j.  i 

front.  Poppy  followed,  holding  her  piece  of  ragged  paper. 

"You  will  be  a  bit  behind  for  a  while,"  Miss 

| 

Walker  told  them  when  they  were  duly  registered.  "You  will 
have  to  work  to  catch  up.  Perhaps  you  could  borrow  someone** 
notes  from  the  grade  ten  class." 

, 

"I  will  work  vory,  very  hard!"  Olga  exclaimed 
with  enthusiasm,  "it  is  so  wonderful.  Miss  Walker,,..." 

"Agnes,  would  you  lend  these  girls  your  notes?" 
the  teacher  asked,  turning  to  a  plump,  red-haired  girl  who 
was  writing  on  the  black-board.  "And  shovr  the  girls  the 

library . I'll  send  cut  for your  books  on  t  he  morning 

train." 

Agnes  gave  them  a  wide  friendly  smile.  "They're 

not  so  good,"  she  told  them,  as  she  led  the  way  to  her 

c  Int  to r e d  do  si: .  "But  t 1  o  y » 11  g  i ve  you  s  one  idea  .....I'm  g lad 

you're  here."  There  was  an  earnest  expression  on  her 

freckled  face.  "Most  of  the  kids  are  awfully  nice." 

"Thanks,  thanks."  Olga  towered  above  her, 

awkwardly  tucking  her  orange  blouse  into  her  skirt.  "We'll 

bo  real  careful  of  them." 

"The  library's  back  here."  Agnes  went  to  a  door  1 
- 

behind  the  stove.  "There's  not  so  many  good  books,  only 
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one  or  two  by  Zane  Grey."  She  almost  tripped  over  the 
long  legs  of  Jim  Holberg  who  was  talking  solemnly  to  Emil* 
11  Of  course.  Gyrus  has  no  modern  counterpart 
His  eyes  roved  weirdly  behind  his  spectacles.  "He  seems 
to  stand  alone  in  history.” 

Olga  listened,  staring  while  Jim  struggled  to 
get  his  feet  into  the  small  space  under  his  desk  to  lot 
her  pass.  \gn03  opened  the  door,  and  took  them  into  a 
tiny  room  containing  three  or  four  shelves  untidily  piled 
with  old  books,  and  out-dated  magazines.  On  a  table  stood 
a  dusty  globe  and  somo  atlases.  Olga  drow  a  long  bre  th. 
"I»m  going  to  read  every  one  of  them l " 

"I  can*t  got  through  half  of  them, f’  Agnes 
admitted,  grinning.  "There's  some  nice  pictures  in  these 
here  Geographies." 

"Where's  Zano  Grey?"  Poppy  asked. 

Uiss  V.alkor  hunted  at  her  desk,  her  head  almost 
hidden  by  a  great  pile  of  exercise  books,  on  which  she 
worked  rapidly  while  her  pupils  sat  in  little  groups  talk¬ 
ing,  or  played  outside  with  a  baseball. 

"Theodore  Zetezanka,"  she  said  in  exasperation 
"how  n»ny  times  must  I  tell  you  to  write  your  compositions 
in  ink?" 

Theodore  lo  ked  sheepish. 

"hiss  Walker,  can  I  be  the  librarian?" 
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S!.*>  looked  sijarply  up.  That  great  awkward 
girl  who  had  just  be  cone  a  nev  pupil  -  in  her  already 
oveflowl ng  classro or  ,  s t ood  ab ove  he r  •  !? v /ha t  * s  t hat ? * 

"The  library .... .Gan  I  look  after  it?” 

"Yes,  certainly.  Go  ahead;  I'd  be  only  too 
glad.  It- »s  always  in  a  mass .  Agnes,  ring  the  bell,  will 
you?" 

Poppy  thought  Anat  the  r  at  of  the  morning 
crawled  by.  She  felt  desperately  hungry  when  finally  class 
was  dismissed  for  the  noon  hour. 

"We'll  have  to  hurry,”  Olga  whispered.  "We're 
supposed  to  help  with  getting  dinner*" 

They  walked  quaiolily  across  the  field,  passing 
groups  of  loitering  pupils .  As  they  cut  through  the  alloy, 
Agnes  mved. 

"She  * s  nice,  anyway,”  Poppy  remarked. 

•  "Teacner's  nice  too,”  Olga  breathod  rapturously 

"I  don't  like  hor." 

"All  those  books  I  I  can  hardly  wait. 

When  thoy  cano  up  on  to  the  walk,  they  neaily 
collided  wit  yn  who  had  just  stopped  oat  of  the  pool-roam. 

"l.'hy  Poppy l "  ho  exclaimed.  :?I  wondered  if 
you'd  ever  show  up  to  come  to  high  school,  a  hero  have  you 
be  on  all  my  life?" 

"Thor©  W‘.s  harvest,”  she  answered  shyly,  feeling 
drawn  to  him  as  to  a  wann  comforting  hearth.  ;,We  load  to 
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wait  till  w©  was  through,” 

| 

And  Olga  tool  Look,  you  two  must  con©  over  and  see  me 
sometime.  Some  Sunday  night,  ?Jon*t  you?” 

Beneath  his  flashing  smile.  Poppy  saw  his  look 
of  entreaty, 

"We’ve  got  to  hurry,”  Olga  said,  suddenly, 

j 

” Liking  school?”  Sym  asked, 

"It’s  wonderfull"  Olga  answered  for  them.  ”Are 
you  coming.  Poppy?" 

As  they  hurried  on.  Poppy  felt  bewildered.  Sym 
made  her  shy,  but  she  longed  to  be  with  him.  Her  memory 
of  him  was  somehow  all  confused  with  thoughts  of  Benjie..,. 
and  of  Jay.  She  fell  into  a  silence  On  the  way  to  their 
new  homo,  hardly  Laming  Olga  7 s  enthusiastic  comments 
about  school,  and  geometry,  and  teacher.  There  was  a  dull 
ache  within  her, 

Lro.  Ferguson’s  place  snood  a  little  off  the 
beaten  track,  a  log  -eather-worn  building  fenced  off  with 
rails.  ;  bright  orange  truck  stood  at  the  gate  when  the 
girls  arrived,  and  they  could  hear  a  shrill  voice  raised 
in  argument.  The  front  door  opened  into  a  small  room  with 
a  counter,  and  rows  of  shelves  covered  with  tinned  goods. 

The  truck  driver,  nifch  his  cap  shoved  back,  and  a  pencil 
behind  his  ear,  waved  his  hands,  trying  vainly  to  stop 
tl©  stream  of  talk  of  the  woman  who  confronted  him,  arms 
akimbo,  a  tain,  wiry  person  fl  short  grey  hair, 

a 
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and  steel-grey  eyes  behind  s live r-r teed  glasses. 

" 1  don't  want  the  eggs.  You  can  tell  the  old 
man  he  can  sit  on  them  and  hatch  them,  for  all  I  caret 
Take  them  away l  I  never  ordered  no  eggs.  They're 
practically  ready  to  walk  away  themselves.  They  were 
ready  to  cluck  when  they  got  here.  Take  them  out  of  my 
store !" 

The  truck  driver  shrugged  resignedly,  and  swiftly 
carried  off  a  lur  ;o  crate  from  the  counter. 

"The  idea,  "  Mrs.  Ferguson  muttered,  her  head 

bent  over  some  bills. 

The  door  of  the  truck  slammed.  The  engine  roared 
to  a  start,  Mrs.  Ferguson  looked  up  and  saw  the  girls 
for  the  first  time. 

"Why  didn't  you  get  here  sooner?"  she  snapped. 
“You're  supposed  to  get  dinner  rendy,  and  here  it's 
quarter  to  one  right  now.  It'll  have  to  be  cold  sand¬ 
wiches  at  this  rate. 

"V,e  stopped  to  talk  to  my  father,"  Poppy 
answered,  trembling# 

"It  can't  be  that  latel"  Olga  cried  defiantly. 
"Vve  just  got  out  ol  school. 

"Well,  glory  bel"  Mrs.  Ferguson,  looked  at  a  b 
bent-up  alarm  clock  that  ticked  loudly  on  a  shelf  among 
the  cans  of  pork  and  beans.  11 1  clean  forgot.  I  put  It 
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/ 
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ahead  a  half  hour  last  night  to  get  me  up  early.  Ha-ha- 
ha  l”  Her  burst  of  laughter  did  not  soften  her  thin  hard 
face.  "This *11  be  your  room  here.”  She  lifted  a  curtain 
at  one  side  of  the  store.  srTh©refs  a  table  where  you  can 

: 

study.” 


The  girls  looked  in,  noting  the  slanting  roof  of  j 
the  lean-to,  the  lumpy  Winnipeg  couch  on  which  their 
dusty  suit -case  had  been  tossed,  the  wash-stand  made  of 

j! 

apple -boxes,  the  one  chair  and  tiny  table,  the  swimmy 
mirror  in  which  they  could  see  their  faces,  distorted, 
from  the  doorway. 

"isn^  t  he  re  any  heater?”  Poppy  asked,  shivering 


a  little. 

The  re*  s  a  stove  in  the  basement,  Ilrs.  Ferguson 
replied,  crossly.  "The  heat  comes  up  into  the  store,  and 
you  can  leave  the  curtain  up  for  it  to  cone  in  here." 

"The  kitchen  is  -  back  there?”  Olga  pointed  to  ^ 
another  curtain  behind  t he  counter,  "i  better  get  dinner 
ready.” 


"Go  ahead.  I  got  to  3ee  to  them  bills.”  Their 
land -lady  bent  over  the  counter  again,  mumbling  figures, 
occasionally  making  inpajteit  exclamations  to  hors.  If . 

The  kitchen  seemed  incredibly  small  and  full. 
There  was  a  good-sized  stove  with  a  table  near  it.  A 
3.argo  barrel  of  water  filled  one  corner.  A  couple  of 
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chairs  stood  in  t he  small  floor  space,  like  naugnty 
children  in  the  way.  The  walls  were  lined  with  narrow 
shelves  full  of  odd  plates  too  wide  for  them,  and  pots 
and  pans  with  their  handles  jabbing  outwards,  and  bottles 
and  jars  with  their  contents  running  d.wn  their  sides. 
Dirty  plates,  sticky  with  jam,  and  cups  dribbling  the 
dregs  of  coffee,  we  re  piled  up  on  the  table.  Another 
curtained  door  my  led  into  a  second  bed -room. 

" I*  11  get  a  cold  lunoh  for  to-day,"  Olga 
whispered.  "How  about  cabbage  salad?  1*11  clean  up  this 
mess  to-night  after  school.1*  She  looked  around  hopelessly 
for  a  place  to  put  her  jacket. 

"Give  it  to  me,"  Poppy  suggested.  "l»ll  put 
them  in  our  room." 

"Am  another  thing l"  Mrs.  Ferguson  looked  up 
from  her  bills  as  came  out  of  the  lean-to,  and 

crossed  the  see -saw  floor,  "you  cannot  go  running  the 
streets  at  night.  There *11  be  some  high  school  parties 
you  can  go  to  where  the  teacher  is,  but  no  others."  She 
shook  her  finger  at  the  quaking  girl.  "This  town’s  that 
full  of  sin.  A  body’s  got  to  be  Catholic  or  nothing. 

And  it *3  iny  guesa  you’re  nothing." 

"be  got  plenty  studying  to  do,"  Olga  cried, 
rattling  the  dishes  in  the  next  room.  "Poppy,  will  you 
bring  m©  a  cabbage  from  the  cellar?1 
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The  woman  stooped,  seizing  a  small  ring,  and 
lifting  a  part  of  the  floor,  making  a  yawning  hole  from 
which  came  an  earth,  odor. 

"Down  there,"  she  said. 


2. 

"So  your  little  girl  has  coir®  in  to  town  to  go 
to  high  school?"  Tudor  spoke  above  the  whirr  of  his 
sewing  machine  on  which  he  was  busily  stitching  the  torn 
uppers  of  an  oxford.  "Where  is  she  staying?" 

"Her  and  Olga  are  over  at  Mrs.  Ferguson’s." 

Sym  toosed  his  cigarette  stub  into  the  heater.  "Hope  that 
woman  won’t  be  too  hard  on  the  kid." 

"Maybe  it’s  just  as  well.  In  a  way."  Tudor 
c topped  working  lor  •  .:ent  to  look  through  his  window. 

Ije  watched  Like  Olenski  and  Pete  Diszoli  disappear  into 
o jig’s .  "Though  of  course,  the  woman  lias  an  awful  tongue  • 
"I’d  like  to  gel  to  sea  the  kid,  but  I  don’t 
suppose  Lina  would  approve.  She  hardly  knows  me  any  more, 
Sym  said  moodily. 

Tudor  cos j  d  the  a'  a-  Ightly  on  to  his  table. 
"She  has  a  lonely  look  about  her,  that  child  has.  Tell 
you  what ,  I'll  invito  you  all  over  to  supper  some  night. 
Genteel  and  proper Sym  Shot  him  an  up preolat ive  glance. 

"Here  comes  friend  Olga  now.' 

The  bell  tinkled  aa  the  tall  girl  came  in. 
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"Oh,  Mr*  Folkesl  . Hello  Sym. . . , . .Mr.  Folks s, 

could  you  ease  out  thes  oxfords?  I  got  blisters  big  as 
peas  on  both  my  h  els,  and  I  can’t  wear  these  run  ing 
shoos  to  school  here  in  town."  Yet  she  smiled,  her  dark 
eyes  shining  with  happiness. 

lie  took  the  new -looking  black  shoes  out  of  her 
hands.  "I’ll  do  the  best  I  can. . .  •  .Where  do  they  hurt? 

Just  the  heels?  If  you  corne  around  to-night,  I  think  I 
could  have  them  stretched  out  a  bit..,.. How  do  you  like 
school?" 

"Oh,  Nr.  iolkes,  it  seems  like  I*m  dreaming  to 
be  here,  in  town,  and  going  to  school." 

"Like  the  teacher?" 

"Well,  she . Vie  don’t  know  her  very  well  yet. 

But  there 1 s  bocks •••••••" 

"Where * s  Poppy?"  Sym  asked. 

"She’s  gone  over  at  Mrs.  Ferguson* s.  And  I*ve 
got  to  go  tool" 

"I  say.  Olga . "  Tudor  felt  ovor  one  of  her 

shoes  with  searching  f  Jrgers .  "if  you  should  ever  want  more 
books,  just  come  along  to  my  place.  I*ve  a  book  or  two 
there,  and  I*d  be  gladif  you*d  like  to  borrow  one  at  any 

time." 

"Thank  you  so  much,  Mr.  Folkes .  Do  you  know.... 
She  came  back,  loaning  towards  hi  *  confidentially.  It*s 
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just  like  Mrs.  Sven  says.  When  you  take  the  first  step, 
opportunities  just  follow.”  She  was  radiant.  "But  I’ve 
got  to  go.  I  left  Poppy  all  alone  with  the  dishes  and 
the  mess.”  She  went  off,  as  though  on  winged  f eeet • 

"Poor  child l ”  Tudor  lo  oked  down  at  the  big 
shoes  in  his  hands. 

"She’ll  be  a  fine -looking  woman  some  day,”  Sym 
commented,  h©  struck  a  light  for  a  fresh  cigarette.  "Not 
a  patch  on  my  Poppy,  though.” 

"You’re  prejudiced.” 

"Coming  for  a  beer?"  Sym  asked,  stretching. 

"Another  ti:  e,  yin.  Shoes  to  mend,  you  know.” 

Ho  hurra  ed  3oftly  to  himself,  his  mis  ty  blue  eyes 
m tching  dead  loaves  scuttle  before  the  wind. 


nr 

^  • 

v inter  set  in  early.  Morning  after  morning, 
iho  girls  v/akered  at  the  sound  of  Mrs.  Ferguson’s  shrill 
nail  to  the  pitch  blackness  of  seven  A. I  .,  hating  to  put 
back  the  w  rm  quilts  and.  bear  the  chill  while  they  dressed. 
The  logs  of  the  hous  oracked  with  the  cold.  They  were 
allowed  a  candle  in  the  morning,  and  by  this  light,  they 
sleepily  groped  for  -r:  clothes  and  aoccasins,  broke  the 
foe  in  the  basin  to  wash,  tidied  their  hair  with  numb 
lingers,  and  put  everything  in  order  in  their  room. 
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Meanwhile,  in  t  e  kitchen,  Mrs.  Ferguson,  unc oribed  and 
unwashed,  in  a  grey  “bath -robe  slung  on  over  her  nightdress 
shook  the  grat  s  of  the  stove  and  put  on  fresh  kindling 
and  a  couple  of  split  logs*  When  Olga  and  Poppy  emerged 
shivering  from  their  room,  their  land -lady  padded  back  to 
bed  to  sleep  until  ten*  The  girls  made  mush  and  coffee 
for  breakfast,  washed  up  the  dishes  afterwards,  and  took 
turn  about  in  scrubbing  the  kitchen  floor  and  preparing 
the  vegetables.  Their  hands  were  always  rough  and  red, 
their  feet  tortured  with  chilblains. 

' 

At  school  thoy  could  get  thoroughly  warm,  sitting 
beside  the  stove,  though  the  heat  woke  the  agony  in  their 
sore  feet.  During  the  lunch  hour  the  two  friends  rushed 
home,  got  the  1  ready,  ate  very  fast  and  washed  the 
dishes,  before  hurrying  back  to  school  again.  Classes 
vnre  dismissed  at  thro  -thirty,  but  they  stayed  at  school 
as  long  as  possible,  long  after  the  teacher  had  gone, 
reading  and  doing  ho-.o ..ork  under  the  dull  electric  lights, 
Olga  fell  hungrily  upon  the  books  of  the  inadequate 
library,  devouring  whatever  she  found,  rho  made  the  little 
book  room  ..  ode  1  or  ue~-i;ne33,  manned  boon  covers,  catalog¬ 
ued  . 'tags sin',  s,  -nil  p—  i>cd  maps  back  into  atlases. 

Tbo  globe  shone,  the  re  d  antiquated  texts  am  dusty 
volumes  of  fhakospeurc 1 s  plays  aim  neglected  works  of 
Dickens  and  Scott,  but  Pop#'  often  sat  dreaming  or 
brooding. 
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At  five,  they  isuj t  go  to  their  boarding-house 
and  ore pare  3uppar •  Olga  trudged  home  bap oily-  her  arms 
loaded  with  books.  Poppy  dreaded  the  evening  most, 
sitting  huddled  on  the  bed  under  a  quilt,  reading  by  the 
light  of  a  little  coal-oil  lamp  in  the  bitter  chill  of  the 
room,  while  r3.  Ferguson  entertained  her  go3sipping  cronies 
out  in  the  kitchen  or  put  on  the  radio  full  blast  with 
some  idiotic  comic  program, 

■ 

"This  room  feels  mighty  cold,"  Lina  renarked  to 
Poppy  one  Friday  afternoon  when  she  came  for  the  girls, 

"It »s  all  right, 

"You  should  of  gone  to  Sdnonfccn." 

"I  like  it  here." 

"Well,  dcn*t  ever  bel?..y-ache  to  rae  about  it. 

In  Edmonton  cm  could  of  got  a  nice  place.  Here,  you  got 
to  work  so  you  won*t  be  monkeying  round." 

"l»ra  not  belly-aching,"  Poppy  answered  doggedly. 

Her  mother  shrugged.  She  was  thinking  that  Poppy 
seemed  to  be  growing  up  a  quiet,  mousey  little  thing. 


4. 

""hat  ar«  you  thinking  obout?"  Olga  asked  one 
night.  Poppy  w»s  curled  up  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  holding 
hor  geometry  book  open,  and  making  criss-cross  lines  on  a 
sheet  of  paper.  Olga  sat  on  the  one  chair.  She  had  been 
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reading  from  a  he  .vy  volume  of  history  u  der  th©  light  of 
the  coal-oil  lamp  at  their  little  table,  her  dark  braids 
hung  down  her  ba£k.  She  sniffed  continually*  Both  girls 
wore  heavy  slacks  am  sweaters.  From  the  kitchen  came  the 
blaring  noise  of  a  hockey  game  being  broadcast  on  the 
radio. 


"I  was  thinking  how  nice  it  would  be  to  be  home," 
Poppy  answered.  'I  could  be  reading  to  Benny  by  the 
heater."  ohe  s  t  up,  rubbing  her  cold  hands  together.  Her 
face  looked  rather  wan,  framed  in  her  light  hair,  "dee, 
Olga,  don*t  you  ever  wish  you  w  s  home?" 

" Oh,  I  miss  the  kids  sometimes,  but  gosh,  our 
plage  ia  that  nois^,  .  person  can’t  hear  themselves  think. 
It* a  quiet  here.  nhe  fell  into  a  kind  ox  dream,  looking 
contentedly  rounu  unu  orowvded  li  title  room  with  its  crude 
uncomfortable  furniture*  The  announcer *s  voice,  recording 
the  game,  and  the  applause,  seemed  lost  on  her* 

"Are  we  going  to  the  school  dance  next  week?" 

Poppy  asked  present..'.,/,  drawing  the  quilt  about  her  s  houlders 
Olga  signed,  'l  never  get  to  have  a  dance." 

*' i^et’e  stay  home. 

■\ve  could  wait  til.1  Christmas  ana  have  fun  at  our 
own  dances  at  Tiger  Lily."  Olga  beat  a  tattoo  on  the 
floor  with  her  moooasined  nee  la. 


I 


"what  day  is  it  to-day?“  Poppy  asked,  idly. 
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bending  her  fair  he  d  over  her  geometry  book# 

"Tuesday." 

rI  wish  it  vjould  be  Friday." 

“What  the  hell  are  you  waiting  for?"  Clga 
asked  mildly,  turning  a  page.  “i  mean  -  good  gracious, 
why  do  you  always  want  the  days  to  go  so  fast?" 

The  radio  was  suddenly  switched  off*  and  the 
silence  fairly  rang  in  their  ears,  until  they  heard  the 
quick  step  of  irs.  Ferguson. 

"Well,  I*m  off  to  the  whist  drive,'5  she  told 
them,  standing  in  the  doorway  by  the  pushed-back  curtain. 
Bundled  up  in  her  ancient  black  fur  cost,  with  her  blue 
scarf  tied  over  her  head,  she  glared  at  them  as  though 
they  had  defied  her.  I* ve  brought  in  the  wood  you  can 
burn  for  the  ov  ning,  and  don*t  take  a  stick  more.  If 
anyone  kiocks,  tell  them  the  store*s  closed." 

The  girls  sat  tensely  while  her  footsteps 
trotted  out  to  the  kitchen  and  the  back  door  banged. 

Then  Olga  stood,  up,  taking  the  lamp  in  a  steady  hand. 

"Come  on.  Poppy.  The  kitchen  stove!  Fire,  heat! 

Over  the  slanting  floor,  she  led  t he  way, 
southing  her  feet  in  her  moccasins,  the  moving  light 
falling  upon  the  rows  of  tinned  goods  on  the  shelves, 
and  on  tne  scales  and  card -board  orates.  Poppy  followed, 
carrying  their  books.  In  the  kitchen,  they  put  their 
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things  on  the  oil-cloth  covered  table  before  the  open 
oven  door  of  the  stove.  Lifting  a  stove  lid,  and  taking 
a  cautious  look.  Pop.. 7  remarked,  "My  mother  would  say 
thatfs  a  very  poor  fire.  And  if  you*re  a  poor  fire -maker, 
your  lover  don*t  love  you." 

,fLet»3  have  heat  while  we  canl ?  cried  Olga, 
reaching  for  some  hunlis  of  wood,  "if  we  run  out,  1*11  go 
ohop  down  the  nearest  tree.”  She  made  up  the  fire,  fling¬ 
ing  her  dark  braids  around  with  a  great  show  of  defiance. 

Let  ?er  rip,  lot’er  roar l  ’  She  opened  the  draughts  and 
made  a  mock  bow  with  the  stove -  Lifter  in  her  hand.  1  Now 
Romeo,  whore  art  thou  ” 

”he *s  likely  in  the  pool  room,”  Poppy  snickered. 
"Vvliat  made  ^ou  go  for  hiii?  Jay  3ays  lie  looks  like  a  husky 
dog.”  She  sobered  suddenly,  opening  her  geometry  book. 

"I  oan*t  underuLar  3  stuff  al  out  parallel  linos."  She 
hunclied  herself  over  the  table,  her  chin  in  h>r  hands. 

"i’ll  show  „ -  -u,"  Olga  offered,  drawing  up  a  chair. 
"Now  look,  I *11  make  the  diagram.”  She  sat  down,  her 
glowing  face  bent  over  the  sheet  of  paper.  "Now.”  She  held 
out  tho  work,  her  dark  eyes  bright.  "You  know  from  last 
year,  that  paral  el  lines  never  meet.” 

"Never  meet?” 

”Thatfs  right.  No  matter  how  far  you  produce  thorn 
the y  ne ve r  meet. " 
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MI  hate  the  whole  thing!”  Poppy  declared 
suddenly,  "School,  and  geometry, . . .and  those  catty  dames,. 
Don’t  you?” 

"There  ar  ijmst  two  or  three  who  are  catty,  And 
I  like  the  school,  and  the  books,  and  the  geometry  and 
history,"  Olga  deepened  the  lines  of  the  diagram  with  a 

chewed -up  pencil. 

"What’s  the  use  of  it  all?" 

"I  don’t  know,"  Olga  replied,  dreamily.  "Mrs. 
Sven  says  that  at  University  there’s  more  books  yet,  and 
lots  of  people  who  like  to  read  them.  I»d  like  that." 

She  got  up  to  shut  off  the  draughts,  for  the  flames  were 
roaring  up  the  ohimnoy. 

’But  w licit  for?  Poppy  looked  wonder ingly  at  her 
tall  friend., 

X  don ’ t  know . , .  •  . 

"What  day  is  it?" 

"Tuesday." 

"Only  Tuesday?11 

Ul^a  sal  down  beside  her  again.  "1*11  show  you. 
That  is,  il  you.  like, 

"Xea,  show  me,  please. 

"AD  is  j.  tranave?  sal  cutting  the  two  parallel 
lines,  AC  and  DD . 

"Christmas  is  still  a  long  time  away,  isn’t  it? 
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fill 

It»ll  never  be  spring." 

-  n  fl 

That  makes  the  alternate  angles  equal. . . . .It  *  11 
come  real  fast-^  Popjjy.  The  whole  thing  go?3  too  fast  for 
me.  It* 11  be  soon  time  to  plough  again.,..." 


CHAPTER  TWEN TYRONE 

1. 

In  the  cheerless  hotel  lobby,  lit  by  a  single 
small  electric  light  bulb  screwed  into  a  socket  in  the 
dingy  white  of  the  ceiling,  lukewarm  heat  came  from  a 
small  register  in  the  streaky  wall.  Several  chairs  stood 
about,  much  the  worse  for  wear,  and  on  the  walls  hung  two 
or  three  fly -a pec  led  calendars,  each  proclaiming  a 
different  year  and  a  different  month.  Propped  up  on  the 
counter,  an  eye -blearing  red  and  black  sign  read: 

CHURCH  TO -RIGHT  IN'  THE  TOWN  HALL 
BROTHER  CONRAD  AIL:,  SPH  K  OR:  "BE  SAVED  NOW!" 

V  oaring  a  clean  white  wool Ion  sweater  buttoned  up 
to  the  throat,  Tudor  sat  on  one  of  the  deep  arm-chair 
whoso  springs  sagged  nearly  to  the  floor.  He  lolled  his 
head  comfortably  on  the  stained  leather  chair -back,  and 
rested  his  feet  over  the  edge  of  a  tarnished  brass  spittoon 

His  pipe  had  gone  out,  but  he  held  the  stem 
clamped  between  his  tfceth,  a  whimsical  smile  about  hi*  eyes 
Beside  hi.  ,  on  an  equally  comfortable  chair,  his  knees 
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nearly  touching  his  ohin,  sat  Brother  Conrad,  a  plump 

' 

figure  in  a  severely  black  suit  and  coat,  and  a  stiff 

black  hat. 

Brother  Conrad  pounded  his  knee  with  his  fist. 

"Brother  Folkes,  a  man  in  your  position,  a  Justice 
of  the  Peace,  a  Carriage  Commissioner,  should  set  the 
example.  This  town  is  full  of  corruption  and  sin,  and  you 
know  iti  He  3hook  his  fist  in  the  direction  of  the  window, 
through  which  could  bo  seen  the  lights  of  the  town  glimmer¬ 
ing  through  falling  snow.  His  pale  eyes,  a  glittering 
grey,  moved  restlessly,  as  though  trying  to  ferret  out  the 
secrets  of  this  den  of  corruption.  As  though  in  answer  to 
his  unspoken  desire,  young  native  girl  apneared,  teeter¬ 
ing  down  the  iv  i  o'."  dark  8talr*cas®  on  spike -heeled  shoes. 

i 

1.02*  paintei  lips  :  I  da  wound  in  her  sallow,  he art - 

shaped  face •  il0w  eye  ?.  were  black,  shadowed.,  their  gaze 
remote  and  veiled.  w  ll-dre3  3ed  white  man  lurched  after 
her,  opening  the  c  >or  wit?i  difficulty,  h’her.  it  closed  upon 
the  pair,  the  girl  1  ug  ad  shrilly* 

"Brot.er  Folkes l  The  uns  vedl  The  whores . 

Vi  hat  will  the  Lord  say  to  si:  ers  like  those  on  Judgment 
D*y1  Wh®n  in  lue  sea  or  tl  ill  reap  what  they  now  sow?" 

he  spoke  in  a  dramatic  whisper.  “Brother  Folkes,  let  your 
own  heart  answer." 

"he j.1,"  Tudor  replied,  taking  his  pipe  from  his 
mouth,  and  holding  the  bowl  cupped  in  his  hand,  t:I  fancy 


*  ' 

..  .  ^  . 

' 

■  '  ■ 

•* 

•  1  • '  ?  • 

„  ■;  ’  ,  "J  I  1  .  m  '1 

•  =}  . 

. 


295 


that  when  a  poor  whore  cornea  before  the  Lord,  He  *11 
probably  a  ay,  *Hy  little  one ,  you  dld.n*t  do  too  badly 
considering  the  brains  you  didn’t  have.*” 

Brother  Conrad  started,  his  eyes  wild  and  bright. 
Tudor  went  on  in  a  calm,  unaffected  voice,  his  eyas  sad, 
"And  no  doubt  whan  you  and  I  come  before  the  Lord,  Brother 
Conrad,  and  other  so-called  righteous  people  like  us.  He *11 
say,  »What  a  miserable  ness  you  ms.de  of  things,  for  all 
your  conceit.  Think  of  the  opportunities  to  be  kind  that 
you  missed.*"  Tudor-  reached  in  his  pocket  for  a  match,  and 
leaning  forward,  struck  it  on  the  sole  of  his  boot,  care¬ 
fully  steadying  the  flame. 

"You  bl  spbem©$*  Brother  Conrad  choked  out. 

:?0h  repent.  Brother  .’oik  'S ,  ind  co  s,  and  be  saved  1 u 
With  difficulty  he  he  ived  .  is  If  t  of  the  low.  chair, 
"perhaps  the  Loni  will  move  you  to  come.  I  must  leave  you 
in  His  hands."  Turning  up  the  coll.;’  of  his  coat,  he  shot 
his  companion  '■  la  it  glittering  glance,  before  going  off  to 
ills  meeting,  banging  the  door  behind  him. 

The  door  to  the  dining-room  opened  a  few  inches. 
*ao  our  hi  other *8  ,  hef  a  voice  asked. 

"Yes,  Tommy,  he»o  gone."  Tudor  dropped  the 
match  into  the  spittoon  as  th<  fla  se  burnt  his  fingers. 

"Got  your  lighter  there?" 

.1. ] ic  j oung  i.  -»ii  came  cn,  smi .Ling. 
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"Here  it  is..... I  didn’t  like  to  interrupt  the  saving  of 
your  soul,  you  know.”  Hg  stood  looking  out  of  the  window, 
young,  clean,  with  steady  eyes,  steady  hands,  his  hair 
tawny  in  the  dull  light. 

Tudor  lit  his  pipe,  making  a  cloud  of  smoke  about 

his  head . 

"Poor  Brother  Conrad. ...  .He  does  the  best  he 
can  with  us  sinners. .Going  to  the  meeting?” 

Tommy  returned  the  lighter  to  his  pocket.  nSure. 
The  singing’s  gr  at.  hy  don’t  you  come?  I  guess  a  person 
shouldn’t  say  so,  but  really.  Brother  Conrad’s  meeting  is 
as  good  as  a  show.” 

”0h.  I’ve  got  to  see  a  man  about  a  horse,  if  he 
ever  gets  hero,'  Tudor  answered  lazily. 

"  ell.  Bar- other,  until  the  Lord  moves  you."  Tommy 
went  off  with  a  salute  so  the  old  soldier. 


o 

. 

Through  the  falling  sna1-  ,  dull  light  shone  from 
the  high  windows  of  the  ball,  n  bh .,  unpainted  barn  of  a 
place,  thrown  together  aastily  with  just  enough  construction 
to  keep  it  up.  hear  tne  door,  hike  Olenaki  lounged  with 
Pete  Diaz oil. 

"C’mon  in,  '  Like  urged. 

I/izzoli  shook  his  bond  emphatically. 
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,fI»d  do  a  heap  for  you,  Mike,  hut  getting  saved 
ain't  in  my  line,” 

"You  don't  have  to  be  saved.  You  can  find  a 
nice  little  girl  to  hold  hands  with  in  the  dark  ?/hen  they 
show  the  slides." 

"Women!”  Dizzoli  sniffed. 

"Well,  nuts  to  you!  I'm  going ! tl 

R0h,  there's  daddy's  little  boy.  Tommy  Hanson," 
muttered  Dizzoli.  "Why  don't  you  go  hold  his  hand?” 

Mike  beat  the  snow  from  the  front  of  his  wind- 

breaker. 

"Aw,  shut  upl” 

Several  ancient  autos  stood  in  a  row  outside  the 

door,  while  not  far  off,  teams  and  wagons  waited  in  the 

dark.  Loud,  o ‘eat  taring  groups  of  people  constantly  entered 

the  place,  or  left  it.  Within,  a  large  crowd  had  gathered, 

sitting  row  upon  row  on  backless  benches  of  boards  placed 

precariously  across  saw-horses.  Benches  stretched  along 

the  side  walls  also,  while  many  people  stood  along  the 

back,  or  around  the  low  atove  which  gave  out  a  blistering 

heat  into  its  immediate  vicinity.  Here,  Tommy  moved  in  to 

warm  himself.  In  the  i  fiddle  of  the  hall,  a  projecting 

machine  and  boxes  of  3. -ides  stood  on  a  small  table.  At 

the  front,  on  the  platform.  Brother  Oonrad  leaned  on  the 

niuno,  coni erring  with  his  orchestra,  a  fiddler,  banjo - 

p layer,  and  pianist.  Behind  hii  on  the  wall,  hung  a  white 

sheet . 


•  .  i 


. 


. 

* 


. 

;  .  ■  •  I 

- 

r 


’  ’ 


298 


Nov?  Brother  Conrad  moved  to  the  edge  of  the 
platform,  his  chin  thrust  forward,  his  large  white  hands 
holding  a  heavy  hymn  hook.  A  shock  of  dark:  ham  stood 
straight  up  all  over  his  head.  His  mouth  was  large  and 
pliant,  his  voice  sonorous. 

“Friends,  Brothers,  Sisters,  we *11  start  to-night 
by  singing  Hymn  282,  Washed  in  the  Blood. *“ 

While  the  congregation  leafed  through  the  paper- 
bound  books  provided,  the  orchestra  swung  into  the  well- 
known  hymn,  giving  it  a  quick,  exciting  tempo.  Once  again  i, 
the  door  opened,  and  Hike  Olenski  shoved  his  ay  through 
the  crowd  around  the  stove,  looking  up  and  down  at  the 
people  on  the  rows  of  benches,  the  children,  mothers  with 
babies  in  their  a:>r-'-o,  groups  of  men,  rows  of  high -school 

( 

youngsters,  young  people  of  many  nationalities,  dark  and 
blond,  dressed  in  Catalogue  cl; fches,  in  the  old  world 
style,  or  in  buckskin  coats  and  moccasins*  Near  the  machine 
was  a  space  on  the  end  of  a  bench,  and  next  to  it,  Mike  I 
recognized  someone*  Disregarding  arms,  ?e  gs,  feet,  bundles 
of  coats,  sleeping  babies,  that  seemed  everywhere  in  his 
v/ay,  he  ploughed  t‘~rrvh  to  the  bench,  while  all  about  him, 
rousing  vo ice 3  were  raised  in  r ore.  He  slid  into  the 
empty  place  • 

“Hello  Poppy." 

Looking  up  from  the  hymn  book,  her  eyes  were 
darker  than  usual  in  her  pale  face.  She  wore  a  neat  grey 
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coat  that  Lina  had  r  da  for  her,  with  bright  red.  mitts 
sticking  out  of  one  of  the  pockets.  Her  feet  felt  icy 
cold  in  her  shining  black  oxfords.  Recognizing  Mike, 
she  turned  coldly  away,  moving  as  close  as  possible  to 
Olga  who  sat  on  the  other  side  of  her,  singing  in  a  sweet 
voice  full  of  pathos , 

\t  the  end  of  the  chorus.  Brother  Conrad  suddenly 


shouted , 

"Sing  that  chorus  againl  Everybody 1  Singt" 

"Why,  I  knew  you  since  you  was  a  kid,!f  Mike 
protested,  under  cover  of  the  thunderoais  response.  !,Don*t 
go  stuck  up  on  me."  Ills  eyes  looked  her  over  very  frankly 
Che  thrust  her  ‘  ymn  book  into  his  hands,  turning  her  back 
on  him  to  loot-  or  with  Olga. ".hive  you  found  the  Lord?"  he 
asked.  "fidrJt  know  ho  was  lost,  myself." 

"hue '  c d  i n  t  1 . e  b  1  o cd ,  * "  Olga  s a ng •  A nd  t he n 
stopping  abruptly,  "Uiat’s  wrong?"  she  asked,  peering 
past  her  friend  to  the  intruder,  Jigs  looked  her  worst, 
for  unlike  Poppy,  M.e  k;  '  not  clanged  her  clothes  after 
driving  into  t.-wr  fi  r  '  'ie  farm.  Che  wore  heavy  slacks 

’  n  :  ,  '  3  ,av;l  t 10 d,  peasant 

t,  over  her  1  tided  '  h.  Her  nose  Was  very  red. 


Like  gave  her  a  isgusted  look. 

"ill  right.  Friends,  all  right t" 
■  ,  ;  pi  IS  hind  for  silence. 


b  ^  oiiio  d  Br o  t  he  r 

r  Now  we  *  11  have , 


♦Yield  rot  to  temptation. ?  Hymn  568.  Hymn  5C8.  Oh 
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Brothers,  Sisters,  this  is  the  o m  to  singt  How  everybody 
clap  your  hands,  and  swing  from  side  to  side,  and  sing l" 

He  started  them  off  with  a  fin©  bass,  rt» Yield  not  to 
temptation,  for  yielding  is  sin,*....*1’ 

The  building  fairly  shook  as  feet  stamped,  hands 
clapped,  and  the  swaying,  enthusiastic  Congregation  sang 
lustily.  Poppy  found  h  rself  pushed  against  Mike  and  back 
against  O^ga  in  time  to  the  music.  But  somehow,  for  the 
moment,  her  feeling  of  hostility  broke  down  as  she  sang 
and  clapped  with  the  rest.  On  the  platf oim.  Brother  Conrad 
made  mighty  gestures,  Ms  round  face  bright  pink,  his  eyes 
seeming  to  hold  the  crowd  in  nypnotic  power*  For  half  an 
hour,  the  singing  of  hymns  continued,  sometimes  with  the 
people  standing,  sometimes  with  the  company  sitting  down 
and  swaying  together.  Then,  removing  his  coat.  Brother 
Conrad  plunged  into  a  long  prayer  for  the  souls  of  sinners 
in  general,  and  moro  particularly  for  those  in  the  vicinity 
of  Bear  Trap.  While  his  head  was  bent,  some  members  of 
the  congregation  craned  their  necks,  looking  about  to  see 
who  was  present,  andothers  got  up  to  leave,  their  interest 
being  over  once  the  singing  was  concluded.  Newcomers  took 
their  places,  eagerly  awaiting  the  showing  of  the  slides. 
Brother  Philip,  a  long  lean  individual  with  rimless  glasses 
and  thinning  red  hair  had  sorted  them  out. 

After  his  long  prayer,  and  many  shouts  of  "All©- 

luiai 
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"Amenl"  from  those  who  were  "saved".  Brother  Conrad  stood 
to  one  sido  of  the  sh  et  at  the  back  of  the  platform,  and 
ordered  the  lights  to  be  put  out*  Brother  Philip  came 
forward  to  do  his  task*  In  the  sudden  darkness,  a  square 
of  white  light  glimmered  on  the  sheet,  reflecting  eerily 
on  the  faces  of  the  people.  Then  flashed  on  t  lie  screen  a 
highly  coloured  picture  representing  Eve,  coyly  hiding 
behind  a  large  rock,  and  -Mam,  waist  deep  in  reads  and 
bush,  gazing  at  her  in  adoration, 

"Here,  Brothers,  Sisters,  here  was  Paradise." 

In  the  darkness,  only  the  plump  hand  of  the 
Preacher  could  be  seen  stretched  out  in  the  light  towards 
the  sheet* 

"Why  don*t  she  come  away  from  that  rock?"  asked 
a  deep  voice  at  the  hack  of  the  hall. 

"But  man  lias  sinned,  man  has  sinned;  and  we  come 
to  call  sinners  to  repentence." 

Mike  reached  out  roughly  ,  taking  Poppy1 s  hand 
in  his.  She  snatched  it  away.  Somewhere  near  thei  ,  a  man 
gulped  a  quick  drink  from  a  strong -smelling  bottle.  Mike 
laughed,  low  in  his  throat.  Meanwhile,  the  sermon  went 
on  at  a  wild  pitch,  as  slide  after  slide  was  shown,  each 
dealing  with  some  ph  se  of  biblical  history,  and  explained 
in  fierce  terms  as  part  of  the  history  of  sin  in  man.  The 
voice  of  Brother Conrad  boomed,  raved,  whispered,  sobbed. 
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People  came  and.  went,  smoked,  quietly  chatted  about  many 
matters,  made  rude  comments  aloud.  The  air  of  the  place 
was  fetid  with  moonshine,  buckskin,  people. 

Finally  a  slide  appeared  depicting  a  girl  busy 
making  up  her  face  at  a  mirror.  In  one  corner  of  the 
picture,  a  heart  was  drawn,  covered  with  cobwebs.  A  short 
whistle  pierced  the  hall. 

”L emme  at  her!"  someone  shouted. 

’’This,"  said  the  preacher  in  a  trembling  voice, 
"This  shows  us  the  heart  of  one  bent  on  worldly  pleasures 
and  ambitions.  What  a  fate  for  a  sister!  Her  heart 
forgot te n't  of  the  Lord!” 

Mike  seized  Poopy*s  hand,  right  under  the  very 
nose  of  Brother  Philip. 

” Leave  me  alone,"  she  muttered,  desperately 
freeing  herself. 

"Well,  you  dirty  little  snip!  Lina  Ashley* s 
Poppy.  I  heard  you  was  a  stuck  up  little  piece." 

The  lights  went  on,  revealing  BrotherConrad  on 
the  platform.  He  had  loosened  his  black  tie,  and  the 
perspiration  streamed  down  his  red  face.  Mopping  his  brow 
with  a  varicoloured  handkerchief,  be  bent  forward  ii - 
pres si ve ly. 

"Brothers,  Sisters....!  God  is  not  Blocked. 
Whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap!” 


303 


All  have  sowed  sin . But  that  sin,  though  it  b©  as 

scarlet,  the  Lord  can  wash  it  away ,  whit©  as  an  owl 
Brothers,  Sisters,  who  among  you  will  con®  forward  this 
night  -  and  -  be  *  saved  Ist 

The  dull  lights  in  the  lamps  dimmed* 

"Now  pray  God  the  power  plant  holds  for  sinners 
to  be  saved!"  Brother  Oonrad  entreated,  raising  his  eyes 
heavenward  • 

"Amen!  God  save  us!  Alleluia!"  murmured  voices 
from  various  parts  of  the  ha 11. 

The  light  brightened . 

"Who  are  you  to  treat  me  like  this?"  Mike 
muttered,  leaning  towards  Poppy. 

"Olga,  let *s  go.  Gome  on!"  the  girl  whispered. 

"Where?"  Olga  asked  dreamily,  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  platform.  But  seeing  Poppy  get  up,  she  rose  too. 

"You  oan*t  get  rid  of  me  so  easy,"  Mike  declared 
angrily,  following  them  as  they  pushed  through  the  jovial 
crowd . 

When  they  neared  the  door.  Poppy  turned  back, 
and  seeing  the  big  hulking  fellow  coming  after  them,  she 

stopped  short. 

"Leave  us  alone!"  she  exclaimed  in  a  hoarse 
whisper.  "Go  away,  please!" 

"So  thatfs  how  it  is,  eh?"  Mike  asked  in  a  msty 


ton© 
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0 Having  t trouble?" 

■  I 

Poppy  looked  up  to  see  Tommy  leaning  against  the 


wall. 

"Keep  out  of  this!"  Mike  snarled. 

business !” 


"Mind  your  own 


"How  do  you  know  it  isn*t  my  business?”  Tommy 
asked  pleasantly.  "This  is  a  friend  of  mine,  as  it  happeni 

Mike  glared  at  him. 

"Oh,  sinners,  we  call  upon  you  now|  May  God  have 
mercy  on  you l"  Brother  Conrad  boomed. 

"Alleluia!  Amen!”  murmured  a  pious,  meek-looking 
little  man  by  the  stove.  Mike  elbowed  him  roughly  aside. 

Olga  seized  Poppy* s  arm. 

"We  got  to  get  out  of  here.  Poppy!  There *11  be 

a  fight  next." 

"He*s  too  yellow  to  fight!"  Mike  sneered,  grab¬ 
bing  the  door  as  the  girls  opened  it. 

"That  so?"  Tommy  followed,  and  the  four  of  them 
stood  out  in  the  dark  snowy  street. 

rt0.K.  Brother,  go  mind  your  own  business  before 
I  have  to  mess  up  your  pretty  face,"  Mike  challenged. 

"Say . that  you,  Mike?"  A  dark  figure  loomed 

up  beside  them.  "For  Pete*s  sake,  leave  everything!  I 
tell  you  I  got  to  see  you,  Mike."  It  was  Dizzoli,  shoulder¬ 
ing  his  crony  away  from  the  others.  "There *s  plenty 
trouble,  Mike.  Let  women  alone  for  now.  I  got  to  see  you:i 


< 
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"Trouble?*-  What  you  talking  about?” 

"C’rnon,  get  out  of  this  I ” 

’’That  does  for  hlmj  Tommy  remarked.  Watching  the 

men  go  off# 

aIt  was  Just  swell  of  you,”  Olga  said  shyly. 

"That’s  say,  aren’t  you  Poppy?”  H© 

asked  the  other  girl.  "I  think  we  should  know  each  other.. 
I’m  Tommy  Hanson." 

"  Y©  s . Yes,  I  gue  s  s  we  s  hould , "  Poppy  re  plied 

uncertainly.  "And  this  is  Olga  Panaehuk." 

"Well,  girls,  T?t*s  not  stand  here.  How  about 
coming  over  to  Wo  Ling’s  for  a  coke?” 

Poppy  looked  up  at  Olga  inquiringly. 

"Well,"  the  big  girl  said,  "if  we  go  home  to 
Mrs.  Ferguson’s,  Poppy,  you  know  it’ll  be  col.d.  And  it’s 
too  early  to  go  to  bed  yet.” 

"All  right  then . W©»d  -  we’d  like  to." 

They  found  a  booth  in  the  crowded  confectionery 
store  with  its  slippery  dark  oiled  floor  and  wobbly  tables 
dovered  with  craoked  oil-cloth.  Tommy  watched  Poppy 
brushing  the  snow  from  her  coat  with  her  red  mitts,  while 
snow-flakes  melted  into  her  fair  hair.  Olga  removed  the 
shawl  from  tier  head,  shaking  back  her  long  dark  braids. 
When  they  had  seated  themselves,  on  the  home-made  booth 
with  its  rough,  unpainted  boards,  Wo  Ling,  the  Chinese 
proprietor,  came  to  serve  them. 
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Tommy  gave  him  a  friendly  smile. 

, "Three  cokes.” 

Wo  Ling  nodded  with  his  funny  little  chuckle. 

IJe  looked  them  over  through  narrow,  slit-like  eyes. 

"Do  you  remember  when  we  came  out  to  your  place 
once.  Dad  and  I?"  Tommy  asked. 

Poppy  frowned  a  little. 

"Seems  lice  I  should  know  you,  somehow." 

nWe  played  with  a  red  ball..,.. and  a  dog,  it  seesis 
to  ms.  There  w  s  another  boy  there  too.  Jay  Baptiste, 
waan’t  It?  I  see  hir:  around  town  sometimes. . 

The  girl  swallowed  hard. 

"Yes .....  ye  s ,  he  was  there ." 

"  Jay’s  a  dam  good  trapper  now,"  Olga  put  in. 

"I  knew  you  right  off,"  Tommy  said  to  Poppy. 
"Funny  I  didn’t  see  you  round  before,  but  of  course  I’ve 
been  out  to  Edmonton  taking  a  course  on  machinery.” 

Wo  Ling  brought  their  drinks  and  some  pink  and 
blue  straws.  Conversations  in  broken  English  drifted  to 
£hem  from  the  other  two  booths.  The  door  opened  and  c?.osed, 
heavy  feet  tramped  about,  as  Wo  Ling  did  a  running  business 
in  cigarettes,  ookos  and  gum.  Poppy  fell  silent. 

"I  think  I’m  going  back."  Olga  set  down  her 
empty  bottle. 

"Where?"  Tommy  asked,  sipping  at  a  pink  straw. 

"Moating."  She  clasped  her  big  hands,  looking 
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absently  above  and  beyond  Tommy's  tawny  head.  MI  think 
I* 11  go  and  be  3ave&.,! 

!’lf  you  feel  like  that,  you  should  go  ahead.” 
Tommy  finished  his  coke,  looking  at  her  with  kifid  toler¬ 
ance  . 

"You  said  at  supper  you  didn't  think  there  was 
anything  in  it,"  Poppy  protested. 

"I  know.  Maybe  there  isn't;  but  if  there  is. 
I'll  be  on  the  safe  side.” 

"in  front  of  all  them  people?  Tomorroiv  you'd 
hear  about  it...../iola  and  Koalee'd  give  you  no  peace." 
Under  the  table.  Poppy  gently  jogged  Olga's  knee  v/ith  her 
own. 

"Oh  well,  another  time  would  do.f!  Olga  pinched 
and  flattened  her  straw  with  her  fingers.  "Let's  go 
home  then,  and  warm  ourselves  over  a  candle  like  Bob 
Cratchit."  She  tied  the  unbecoming  shawl  over  her  head. 

"Let  me  see  you  home,"  Tommy  suggested.  "The 
streets  are  dark  down  your  way." 

As  they  passed  the  hotel,  Folkes  and  Co  stable 
Hicks  came  out  together#  In  the  dim  light  of  the  open 
cb  or,  the  young  people  recognized  Tudor's  white  sweater 
and  the  big  burly  figure  of  the  young  Mount ie.  The  sleek 
police  car  was  parked  at  the  foot  of  the  hotel  steps. 

"I  wonder  who’s  introuble."  Olga  sounded  anxious 

"Some  poor  breed,  likely,"  Tommy  answered.  "By 
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the  way,  girls,  are  you  coming  to  the  dance  on  Friday 
night?” 

”X  don’t  know.1'  Poppy  replied. 

"it’s  a  school  dance..... A  Valentine  party.  Isn’t 

it?" 

Olga  said  nothing,  and  Poppy  went  on  hesitatingly. 
,fI  don’t  know  as  my  mother  would  want  me  to  go.” 
Olga  turned  to  her. 

”You  could  ask.  3  he’s  in  there  right  now  gabbing 
to  Mrs.  Ferguson. ... .the ’s  staying  over  night  at  the  hotel.’ 

J 

"Let  me  ask  her,”  Tommy  pleaded,  as  they  came  to 

:  I 

the  gate  of  the  girls’  b carding -place . 

"Come  right  in,"  Olga  invited  hospitably. 

They  shook  the  snow  from  their  clothes  at  the 

I 

back  door  and  went  in  to  the  kitchen.  Mrs.  Ferguson  and 
Lina  sat  in  front  of  the  stove,  empty  coffee  cups  before 

them  on  the  table. 

"You’re  early,"  Lina  remarked.  ' 

"Well, • • , .it ’s  school  to-morrow."  Poppy  brushed 
some  snow  from  her  hair*  "Mother ...  ..do  you  remember 
Tommy  Bans  on?  He’s  brought  us  home." 

"Why  sure ,  Tommy.  I  thought  you  was  out  to 
Edmonton." 

"Just  for  a  couple  of  months." 

Olga  spread  hor  hands  expansively.  "Machinery." 
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Lina  looked  the  boy  over  critically*  while  his 
eyes  took  in  the  severity  of  her  face, 

“Mrs.  Ashley . would  it  be  all  right  with  you 

if . well*  there’s  a  dance  on  next  Friday*  a  school 

dance.  Could  Poppy  come  with  Olga  and  me?" 

Lina  put  a  hand  on  her  hip  and  looked  at  th©  boy 
with  new  interest.  She  smiled*  but  her  eyes  were  shrewd, 

"Why*  sure  thing,  Pete  will  be  in  Saturday* 
and  the  girls  can  cone  home  with  him.  Save  me  a  trip," 
She  gave  Poppy  a  quick  sharp  look. 

"But  Mother. ... .we »d  be  a  day  late  then.  1 
couldn’t  do  much  to  help  with  the  chores....." 

"That rs  all  right  for  just  this  once*”  Lina 
declared.  "You  don’t  need  to  hide  away  like  a  mouse.  It 
real  nice  of  Tommy  ask  you.  And  you  got  that  new  dress 
I  just  finished;  it’ll  be  just  the  thing...  She  can  go. 
Tommy*  and  much  obliged." 

The  boy  was  suddenly  thoughtful.  Be  turned  to 
Poppy,  shyly, 

"You  really  want  to  come?"  he  asked,  "if  you’d 
really  rather  go  home*  why*  it’s  all  right  with  me.  Only 
I  thought  -  M 

She  looked  at  him  with  dark  frightened  eyes. 

"That’s  fine*  Tommy.  We’ll  be  coming,  Olga  and 


me 


w 


310 


"Nice  enough  fellow,  that  To army,"  Lina 
commented  when  the  hoy  had  gone,  and  the  girls  were  taking 
off  their  wet  things  in  the  bed -room. 

"All  the  folks  like  Tommy,"  Mrs.  Ferguson  snapped 
"There*  11  be  plenty  coining  to  him  when  the  old  man  goes. 
Mebbe  my  rent’ll  go  down  when  the  land  passes  to  the  young 
man." 

Lina  buttoned  her  coat  and  picked  up  her  heavy 

mitts . 

MI  always  figgered  Poppy  should  of  gone  to 
Ldmonton  to  school,"  she  said  thoughtfully.  "But  1  don*t 
know  but  what  this  way1®  better.  S  he  *s  near  enough  to 
home  so  as  1  can  keep  an  eye  on  her.  This  s  chool  year 
is  doing  her  good...,,  ell,  I  guess  1*11  shove  along  tc 
the  hotel.  Got  to  pull  out  early  to-morrow..  . 

CHAPTER  TWENTY*TWO 

- 1. 

It  was  bitterly  cold  at  Bear  Trap.  Bands  of 
quivering  Northern  Lights  among  far -distant  stars,  gave  the 
early  night  a  greenish  twilight.  Sounds  echoed  in  the 
sharp,  frosty,  stinging  air.  Yellowish  light  shone  dully 
from  heavily  frosted  windows  of  Wong*s  General  Store,  Wo 
Ling  *  s  Confectionery,  the  hotel,  and  the  pool  hall;  and 
dark  hooded  figures  passed  and  re passed  the  buildings. 
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tramping  the  hard -packed  snow,  their  fore  th  in  foggy 
clouds  about  their  heads.  Sleigh  bells  jingled  on  the  road 
as  teams  of  horses,  v/hitelj  frosted,  with  steam,  ng  breath, 

drew  closed -in  sleds  with  smoking  chimneys,  in  the  direc- 

■ 

tion  of  the  livery  barn. 

In  the  pool-room,  Sym  piled  logs  into  the  roaring 
fire  of  the  heater,  his  face  lit  by  the  ruddy  flames,  his 
eyes  showing  Mlliant.  The  place  was  crowded.  At  the  two 
tables,  under  the  green-s haded  lights,  wild,  angry  games  , 
were  in  progress,  while  loungers  stood  around  the  stove 
or  sat:  on  the  benches  along  the  side  walls. 

“What  a  time  to  sewer l K  Tommy  cried.  He  stood 
aside,  sliding  his  hand  lightly  up  and  down  his  cue, 
watching  Romeo  shoot.  Tommy  had  taken  off  his  suit -coat, 
and  in  a  white  shirt,  he  looked  startlingly  clean  among 
the  other  men  in  their  heavy  dark  work  clothes. 

"Helll"  Romeo  growled,  straightening  up,  "Nothing 
but  squares!"  He  bit  ills  lower  lip  with  his  long  front 
teeth. 

Fete  Panac  squinted  down  his  cue. 

"if  X  couldn't  put  more  on  de  draw  dan  dat,  I*d 
quit  de  gamol'' 

Romeo  looked  savage,  a  lock  of  lank  black  hair- 
falling  into  his  eyes  from  under  his  cap. 

"Try  a  little  chalk t!t  Tommy  suggested  gayly,  at 
the  cue  ball  rolled  but  a  few  inches,  and  Pete  cursed 
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his  luck,  stamping  round  the  crowded  table,  shoving 
Romeo  aside. 

•  "Heyl  Look  oirtl"  Romeo  trod  heavily  on  a 

. 

xnoccasined  foot  behind  him.  "Qbadiahl"  He  looked  around, 
staring  at  his  victim  ?/ho  was  sitting  on  a  bench.  ’’Get 
lots  of  jack  for  your  catch?” 

Obadiah  grinned,  touching  the  pocket  of  his  1 

buckskin  coat  with  a  protecting  hand. 

. 

!,Good  going i"  Romeo  moved  off  to  follow  the  game 

■ 

more  closely.  "How  many  ways  have  you  got?”  he  shouted  to 


Tommy. 

Obadiah  watched  silently,  seemingly  fascinated 
by  the  fast  movement  of  the  brightly  coloured  balls  on 
the  green  tables.  With  his  beaded  buckskin  gloves  on  his 
knee,  he  smoked  lie  surely,  his  ey -s  narrow  in  his  flat 
brown  face  blinking  against  the  hsat  of  the  nearby  stove. 
The  air  of  the  place  was  foul,  smelling  of  horses,  woollen 
clothes  damp  with  sweat,  alchoholio  breath,  and  buckskin. 
Across  the  room,  like  Oionski  watched  Obadiah  through  the 
layers  of  stale  tobacco  smoke. 

”lf  we  get  caught,  we *11  need  jack,1*  he  muttered 
to  Dizz  beside  him.  MWe*ll  need  plenty  jack.” 

"Where  do  wo  get  it?"  Dizzy  glared  round  with 
his  dark,  blood -shot  eyes,  sniffing  loudly,  rubbing  his 
large  hooked  nose  with  a  filthy  forefinger. 
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,f I  got  an  idea.Tl  Mike  struck  a  light  for  his 
cigarette.  “Let  me  handle  this/* 

Dizzy  rubbed  a  nervous  hand  over  his  bald  head. 
"Mebbe  we  don’t  get  caught 

The  confusion  of  curses,  clashing  balls,  tramping 
feet  drowred  their  voices.  Obadiah  smoked  on,  grinning 
happily  to  himself.  Mike  bit  his  fingernails,  letting 
tils  cigarette  burn  itir  If  out  in  his  free  hand* 

"What  a  robber  I "  Romeo  shouted,  brandishing  his 

cue  • 


hear  the  door,  x-mil  Ek  and  Jim  Ilolberg,  in  their 
best  clothes,  talked  soberly  together. 

‘'The  democracies  have  be:  n  sleeping, ,f  Jim 
twisted  his  large  red  hands,  shaking  his  head  with  heavy 

sadness . 


"isolationism  is  a  thing  of  the  past***  kail 
stared  dreamily  into  space,  forgetting  for  a  moment  his 
embarrassment  about  his  good  suit,  which  he  had  suddenly 
outgrown,  so  that  it  showed  a  pathetic  length  of  wrist 

and  ankle • 

Heavy  footsteps  scrunched  outside,  and  then  the 
door,  thickly  coated  with  frost  on  lock  and  hinges, 
screeched  open,  letting  in  an  icy  blast  of  bitterly  cold 
air,  and  the  enormous  figure  of  Constable  Hicks  in  his  fur 
hat  and  buffalo  coat.  As  lie  crashed  the  door  shut  behind 


.  ■ 


- 


hit.,  constraint  fell  upon  all.  Dizzy  huddled  down  on  a 
bench,  trying  to  make  hi  self  unnotice  able ,  while  hike’s 
cigarette  burned  his  fingers.  Be  did  not  feel  it,  sitting 
motionless,  hardly  breathing.  The  players  stopped  cur-sing, 
and  paused  in  their  game,  not  noticing  a  cue  ball  following 
an  odd  ball  into  a  pocket.  Wita  calm,  all-seeing  blue  eyeS|i| 
Constable  Hicks  a  had  the  whole  roomful  covered  as  though 
with  a  loaded  gun. 

: 

"Ashley,”  he  suid,  in  a  pleasant  voice,  as  he 
pushed  his  hat  up  above  his  oars,  "We  want  you  over  at  the  i 

hotel.”  I, 


he  was 
again. 


Sym  nodded.  Telling  Romeo  to  see  to  things  while 
gone,  he  reached  for  his  coat.  Lv  ryone  relaxed 
The  players  resumed  their  games.  The  young  Mount ie 


stood  watching  and  listening.  One  of  his  large  red  ears 
drooped  downwar  d  s  though  to  attend  to  all  near  and 
imminent  sounds,  while  the  other  cupped  outwards  to  catch 
unsuspected  clues  from  the  background.  There  was  little  con 
versation  until  he  and  i  ym  v/ere  safety  out  of  the  place, 
when  the  wild  cursing  in  various  languages  began  again. 

Under  cover  of  the  noise  and  confusion,  Mike  went 
over  to  Obadiah,  sitting  beside  him  in  a  friendly  manner. 

"How  about  a  game  of  vingt-et-un?"  ho  whispered. 


his  grey-green  eyes  glittering  with  excitement • 

DbGdiah»s  eye -lids  f  lickered.  lie  took  a  long  drag 


315 

on  a  cigarette  he  had  just  finished  making.  Finally  he 
shook  his  head,  looking  away  from  Mike  to  the  fascinating 
halls  sliding  about  the  tables. 

!,I*ve  got  a  bottle, l?  Mike  murmured  very  low. 

The  dark-faced  man  turned  towards  him,  and  Mike 
touched  a  slight  bulge  that  showed  in  the  front  of  his 
leather  jacket. 

"in  the  dive.{!  The  white  man  got  up  slowly, 
wandering  off  nonchalantly  to  a  door  in  the  shadows  at 
the  back  of  the  room.  Qbadiah  smoked  furiously  for  a  few 
seconds,  waiting  for  Romeo  to  turn  his  back  and  bend  low 
over  the  table  with  his  cue. 

"Dat*s  de  fourt*  ball  you  fluked t"  Panachuk 
laughed  Jeering ly,  watching  the  cue  ball  race  between  the 
five  and  the  three.  Romeo  ourse$,  glaring  through  his 
hair  at  Pete.  Tommy  looked  on  with  amusement.  The  men 
at  the  other  tables  we re  having  a  hot  argument,  helped 
on  by  v/atche  s  from  various  sides.  The  door  at  the  back 
clicked  softly. 

"Have  a  drink,"  Mike  invited,  taking  a  flat 
bottle  Urom  an  inside  pocket. 

He  and  Obadiah  seated  themselves  opposite  each 
other  at  a  little  table  in  the  small  room  lit  by  a  dull 
electric  light  bulb  that  glowed  in  the  side  of  an  un¬ 
painted  wall.  Along  one  side  of  the  room  stood  a  narrow 
cot  where  Sym  slept.  His  clothes  hung  on  nails  in  the 


1  Ml 


.  i 


. 


, 


V  * 


. 


- 


. 


- 


316 

rough  boards  at  tne  foot  of  the  bed.  Behind  the  two  men 
three  or  four  steps  led  up  to  the  door  of  the  pool  room* 
Tilting  back  his  head  with  its  thick  uncombed  locks  of 
black  hair,  Obadiah  took  a  long  drink,  swallowing  noisily, 
setting  down  the  bottlo  with  wet  mouth  and  bright  eyes, 
while  Mike  shuffled  a  pack  of  greasy  dog-eared  cards.  His 
companion  readied  into  his  pocket,  bringing  out  a  wad  of 
bills  which  the  white  man  eyed  ?/ith  covetous  looks. 

Pieces  of  brown  hair  fell  out  of  his  pompadour  in 
greasy  points  about  his  colourless  face.  He  made  a  fan 

i 

with  the  pack  on  the  table.  The  bottle  stood  between  them. 

jj 

Obadiah  took  a  card  with  one  hand,  reaching  for  the  bottle 

I.  L ; 

with  the  other.  Through  the  flimsy  door  came  the  sounds 

of  the  pool  room. 

,  I 

" How  many  wasy  have  you  got?*'  Panachuk  shouted 

to  Tommy. 

"Six.1  Tommy  was  putting  on  his  suit -coat, 

| 

straightening  his  tie. 

H G one  on,  have  another  gamel'*  Removing  his  cap, 
Roraeo  shoved  back  his  hair,  jammed  on  his  cap  again  to 

start  afresh. 

"itm  going  to  the  dance, "  Tommy  answered. 

’’She  don't  start  yet,"  one  of  the  men  told  him. 
"It’s  that  homely  little  washed-out -looking  dame 
he 's  going  after.”  Sourly,  Romeo  showed  his  fang-like 

teeth. 


With  snapping  eyes. 


3X7 

Panacteuk  watched  Gua  Hanson » s 


son  depart. 

'Lina,  she  get  every ting  tight  in  de  fist,”  he 
declared.  "Tommy  and  Poppy  too,  you  see,  you  sea.  Lina, 
she  get  de  land,  she  got  de  hay,  and  now  she  get  Gustav*s 
Tommy  for  Poppy." 

jt  j?1 

Dizzoli  rubbed  his  bald  head. 

"The  breed *11  get  her  yet.” 

"Go  *way  wit  you l  Lina,  she  get  what  she  want... 
Get  everyting  tight  in  de  fist.  Poppy  too.  Jay  Baptiste, 
bah  l" 

" Jay  Baptist  ,  lie  gets  h-r,”  Dizzoli  insisted. 

"Shake  *en  out,  high  pea  breaks!”  Romeo  yelled. 


SI 


2. 


Th©  dull  ight  in  the  naive"  diimed,  brightened, 
and  dimmed  again.  The  bottle  had  disappeared  from  the 
table;  some  bills  were  piled  up  in  its  place.  Obadiah  hel< 
the  pack  clumsily  in  his  dark  hands*  Upturned  before  him 
lay  a  three  of  spades,  '.'is  head  wavered  from  side  to  side 
”liit  me."  hike  pointed  to  his  own  two  up-turned 
cards,  the  ten  of  hearts, and  the  ten  of  diamonds,  as 
though  his  fingers  were  two  inches  thick,  the  native  put 
a  card  face  down  on  each,  and  one  on  his  own.  The  white 
man  put  his  right  hand  protectingly  about  his  cards, 
turning  up  the  ones  just  dealt,  with  his  left.  On  the 
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ton  of  hearts,  he  turned  up  the  aes  of  clubs  *  on  the  ten 

-  * 

of  diamonds,  the  five  of  spades.  Qbadiah  looked  gloomily 
at  his  deuce  of  hearts  on  the  three. 

'‘Hit  me  again*" 

On  the  five,  T  ike  turned  up  another  five,  and 

reached  for  the  r  oney. 

11  Hut  her  game."  Obadiali  muttered  thickly,  feeling 
in  his  pocket*  E©  took  out  a  lone  five  dollar  bill, 
looking  at  it  with  drunken  Interest  as  lie  put  it  beside 
kike  ’s  money,  and  the  other  man  shuffled  the  cards, 

Le ; sue  piny  you  a  game  of  ventenun." 
kike  whirled  in  his  chair,  Sym  stood  on  the  top  | 
step,  smoking  a  cigarette,  looking  dov/n  at  them. 

“Lemme  play  for  Qbadiah,  jusht  thish  one  game." 
lie  lurched  down  the  steps,  and  crowded  the  breed  off  the 
chair,  "C^on,  Obie,  1*11  win  lotsa  money  for  you*1'  His 
hand  with  the  cigarette  moved  uncertainly.  Qbadiah 
staggered  to  the  cot  where  he  leaned  back,  his  face  twisted 
with  pain.  Mike's  eyes  glittered  as  he  made  a  fan  with 
the  pack. 

"Go  ahead,  draw." 

hym  drew  the  king  of  hearts,  Mike  the  nine  of 
clubs.  Sym  took  the  puck  into  his  hands,  burying  the  top 
one.  He  dealt  a  card  to  Mike,  one  to  himself.  Craftily, 
Like  glanced  at  his,  laid  it  down.  Sym  gave  him  another 
card,  kike  was  about  to  make  thesame  protective  ovement 
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with  his  hand  as  he  had  done  with  Obadiah.  :,ulck  as 
lightning,  Sym  grabbed  his  wrist,  forcing  back  his  arm. 
an  ace  dropped  out  of  the  sleeve  of  Mike* a  leather  jacket. 

"ftow  re*  11  pixy  vingt-et-un,  *  said  Sym  in  a  cold 
sober  voice.  "’And  we  * ?,1  ttse  my  deck.”  Ho  took  a  new 
pack  from  his  pocket,  hr  aking  the  seal  with  his  fine 
steady  hands  with  their  extraordinarily  sensitive  finger¬ 
tips.  He  smiled  charmingly,  his  dark  eyes  flashing  with 

y». 

life.  White  with  rage,  I- ike  sat  still  while  the  lan  of 
shining  new  cards  spread  out  befoie  him.  He  drew  his  card. 

On  the  cot,  Obadiah  smoked  a  cigarette.  Sweat 
ran  down  his  dark  face.  He  rocked  about,  moaning.  The  dull 
light  brightened,  di  i.ec,  brightened.  From  the  pool  room 
came  the  noise  of  tramping'  feet,  clashing  balls,  and  curses 
’’Shake  *em  out,  high  pea  breaks  j”  Romeo  shouted 

again. 

The  fi’ont  door  opened  and  slammed  shut.  The 
co  or  of  the  neuter  banged  as  more  logs  were  s moved  in,  and 
the  five  roared.  In  the  little  back  room  it  was  cold  and 
quiet.  The  snickering  of  the  car  a,  and  the  groans  of 
Obadiah  were  the  only  sounds.  Sym  kept  adding  to  a  pile 
of  bills  t  his  sido,  until  Mike  turned  his  empty  pockets 
inside  out,  and  the  game  was  over.  Mike  was  silent,  but 
raging,  n.  terrible  hatred  in  his  eyes.  He  stumbled  up, 
out  of  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  him. 
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"G*Mon,"  hym  said  to  Oba&iah  who  had  staggered 
to  his  feet.  MI  got  to  get  you  safe  home  with  „our  money.” 

3. 

Under  the  dr XI  lights  in  the  big  draughty  hall, 
red  and  white  streamers  drifted  from  the  rafters,  and 
large  red  hearts  hung  along  the  edges  of  the  platform  and 
the  benches.  The  girls  wore  red  ribbons  in  thoir  hair 
to  show  that  they  had  contributed  something  to  the  lunch, 
while  tiny  red  hearts  rm re  pinned  to  the  lapels  of  the  boys 
and  men  as  they  paid  at  the  door.  In  spite  of  the  cold, 
paoplo  hac  co:  e  fro  all  the  surrounding  districts,  some 
even  from  Bridge vilh  .  Five  Ukrainian  lads  on  the  platform 
played  by  e  -r  their  cow-boy  tunes,  old-t  10  music  and 
square -dance  hoe -downs  on  two  fiddles,  a  guitar,  a  mandolin 
and  a  drum  with  cymbals. 

Between  dances,  the  ren  crowded  to  the  back  of 
the  hall*  Tommy  brought  Olga  back  to  a  bench  just  as 
Theodore  left  Poppy  and  asked  Rosalee  Trent  for  the  next 
dance . 

"Poppy,  will  you  have  this  one  with  me?”  Tommsty 

asked . 

The  tune  of  "Ahen  I  Grov«  too  Old  to  Dream"  wailed 

from  the  fiddles.  "lfil  be  back,”  Poppy  murmured  to  Olga, 

squeezing  her  hand.  „  __  , 

The  big  girl  watched  them  dance  off  together. 
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How  pretty  Poppy  looked  in  her  blue  dress,  tine  full  skirt 
swinging  s  she  moved  in  perfect  time  to  the  music.  And 
there  was  Teacher  dancing  with  a  slick  travelling  salesman, 
Olga  wondered  what  " line'1  he  was  stringing  her  as  he  smiled, 
his  large  dark  eyes  so  expressive  in  his  handsome  face. 

They  looked  well  together,  being  of  an  equal  height  and 
both  excellent  dancers,  Olga  tucked  her  large  feet  in 
their  heavy  brogues  well  under  the  bench,  Rosalee  and 
Viola  looked  pityingly  at  her  as  they  passed.  Not  far  off, 
Jim  Holber-  and  mil  k  leaned  sprawlingly  against  the  wall, 

"The  European  situation  is  certainly  serious,"  she 

► .  ■ 

heard  Jim.  say,  ,f7e»re  o  a  steep  down-grade  now,  sliding 
towards  an  abyss,"  His  wyes  rolled  behind  his  t  ick  glasses. 
She  could  not  hear  Emil’s  rep!}.y,  but  she  longed  to  talk  to 
the3e  two.  it  l  ist  the  crash  of  the  cymbals  inch  cated  that 
the  waltz  was  over, 

"Get  our  partners  for  a  square  dance  I'1  the 
drummer  called,  coming  down  from  the  platform. 

"Won’t  you  have  it  with  me?"  Tommy  pleaded, 
taking  Pop,.y(s  arm. 

"I  promised  Olga  to  go  back." 

"Oh,  please."  He  led  her  to  the  first  set  at  the 

front  of  the  hall. 

Tudor  Folkes  joined  Jim  and  Emil,  and  with  his 
foot  up  on  a  bench,  listened  to  their  political  views.  Olga 
wished  3he  had  the  nerve  to  go  and  talk  to  them.  She  saw 


- 
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Mike  Olenski  and  Dizzy  deep  in  conversation  at  the  other 
side  or  the  room.  About  her  the  young  people  laughed  and 
chatted,  joining  the  sets  being  formed  on  the  floor.  And 
then,  suddenly,  she  saw  Jay.  It  was  impossible  to  mistake 
him  as  he  threaded  his  way  through  the  crowd  at  the  door. 

Many  heads  turned  in  his  direction,  as  people  gazed  curiously 

.  ‘ 

at  his  beautiful  whit©  duffle -cloth  jacket,  embroidered  with 
bright  flowers  down  the  fronts,  and  on  the  hood,  which  he 
had  thrown  back.  Against  the  white  cloth,  his  face  looked 
dark  and  striking.  He  wore  knee-high  mukluka,  richly  em¬ 
broidered  with  red  roses.  t 

"Two  more  couples  t’1  the  drummer  shouted,  rolling 
up  Iiis  shirt-sleeves,  and  pushing  back  his  shock  of  dark 
hair,  while  the  fiddlers  warmed  up  to  a  quick  hoe -down. 

Jay  saw  Olga  immediately  as  she  sat  conspicuously 
alone  on  the  bench,  He  flashed  her  a  quick  smile  of  recog- 

I 

nltion,  coming  over  at  once  to  sit  betide  her. 

"When  did  you  get  in?"  she  demanded. 

"This  afternoon." 

She  thought  he  looked  tired  and  very  much  older 
than  she  remembered.  Eg  was  smoking  a  brown  cigarette, 
looking  around  with  ha If -closed  eyes  as  though  uninterested 
and  aloof. 

"Aren’t  you  going  to  dance  this  one?"  he  asked 

huskily. 


. 
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"Nobody  asked  me  this  time." 

"One  more  coup  lei"  the  drummer  called. 

"The  skunks,"  said  Jay  with  low  intensity.  He 
ground  out  his  cigarette  on  the  bench  beside  him.  "Gome 
on,  Olga."  He  took  her  hand.  They  filled  in  the  last 
place  of  the  set. 

The  music  started  up,  fast  and  wild,  and  the 

A  fV 

drummer* a  voice,  calling  the  dance,  was  all  but  lost  amid 
the  noise  of  the  pounding  feet  and  the  shouts  of  the  dancers  t 
As  they  swung  together.  Jay  said  to  Olga, 

"Where’s  Poppy?" 

"Way  up  front,  dancing  with  Tomy  Hanson." 

"That  coyote l" 

As  slie  and  Jay  went  down  the  centre  to  "cut"  the 
circle,  Olga  explained,  'Be  asked  her  mother.  I  wanted 
him  to  come  too."  As  they  swung  together  again,  3he  went 
on,  "it  was  Lina  said  to  come  with  him." 

His  face  lighted.  How  well  he  danced l  Red  and 
black  tasaesl  flying  about,  his  feet  seemed  scarcely  to 
touch  the  floor.  Olga  flushed  with  pleasure „  breathless 
and  happy.  Lven  Tudor  and  his  young  companions  turned  to 
watch  the  talj.  couple. 

"Nice  girl,  that  Olga,"  Tudor  remarked.  "I’ll 
bet  she  could  tell  you  something  about  affairs.  She’s  no 
fool." 

Jim  hummed  and  hawed  in  embarrassment . 
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It  was  getting  hot  in  the  hall,  and  already 
the  smell  of  the  coffee  heating  on  the  stove  at  the  back 
began  to  tease  the  appetite.  After  the  first  half1.  Jay 
took  off  his  coat  and  hung  It  on  a  nail.  The  dark  red 
colour  had  come  Into  his  olive  skin.  He  stood  very  still, 
looking  searchingly  at  the  people  as  they  milled  about  the 
room.  Yet  Poppy  saw  him  before  he  saw  her. 

"You  dance  better  than  any  girl  in  this  room," 
Tommy  told  her,  leaning  against  a  large  valentine  below 
the  fiddlers.  12©  looked  Immaculate  in  his  white  shirt,  his 
tie  a  rainbow  of  colour. 

"Pon»t  believe  a  word  of  it,”  Miss  talker’s  slick 
traveller  said,  taking  the  teacher^  arm. 

Miss  Walker,  in  a  wonderful  red  dress  with  s  hlnlng 
sequins,  gave  her  pupil  a  superior  look,  but  oppy  gazed 
fixedly  across  the  room.  A.©  they  slowly  took  their  places 
on  the  floor  again,  Jay»s  eyes  met  hers  in  a  long  look. 

Some  wordless  message  flashed  between  them.  To  Poppy, 
t.  ough  she  became  sud  ’  nly  exhilarated  and  full  of  life, 
the  second  half  of  the  square  dance  seemed  endless.  As 
soon  as  It  was  over,  she  slipped  away  from  Tommy*  dis¬ 
appearing  along  the  side,  past  the  benches,  to  the  back  of 
the  hall  where  her  coat  hung.  Behind  the  broad  backs  of 
several  men,  she  put  it  on,  tied  her  scarf  over  her  head, 
and.  took  her  mitts  from  her  pockets. 
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Oats id©,  the  intense  ©old  mad©  her  catch  her 
breath.  She  stood  shivering  in  the  cloud  of  white  fog 
that  had  rushed  out  into  the  night  when  the  do  or  bad  opened 
A  moment  lat  r,  Jay  appeared  beside  her,  fastening  his 
coat,  and  pulling  th©  hood  over  his  head.  He  led  her  down 
the  walk  a  little  way,  and  into  the  darkness  beside  the 
blacksmith1 s  shop.  Their  feet  scrunched  in  the  snow,  and 
Poppy’s  became  numb  with  cold  in  her  low  shoes. 

" I  shouldn’t  take  you  out  here  with  me,:r  he  said 
de jectedly. 

"You  didn’t.  I  came." 

"You kiow  what  X  mean." 

"Yes." 

"There »&  be  trouble  if  your  mother  found  out." 

They  stood  together  in  the  bitter  cold,  drawing 
comfort  from  each  other’s  presence.  Above  them,  great 
gashes  of  greenish  light  tore  into  the  blackness  of  the 
sky.  Along  the  horizon1,'  the  green  merged  into  pinkish 
white,  against  which  the  myriad  tips  of  spruce  trees  were 
blackly  etched.  Stars  shone  cold  and  pale,  bine  tinted. 

From  the  hall  came  the  high  sweet  notes  of  the  fiddles, 
while  near  them,  footsteps  scrunched  past  on  the  walk. 

"Why  aro  you  here?"  Poppy  asked  at  length. 

"Bill’s  In  trouble  with  the  police,  so  I  came. 

The  old  man  wouldn’t  know  what  to  do,  and  he  might  need 

money. 
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I  sold  some  wolf  pelts.” 

"How  did  you  h  now?" 

"Moccasin  telegraph,  Freddy  Knife  heard  it  in 
town,  and  he  told  some  Indians  coining  out  our  way. 

Obadiah’s  with  ine." 

On  the  walk,  the  tall  figure  of  a  man  walked 
slowly  up  and  down,  sometimes  stopping  for  a  moment,  and 
then  moving  on.  She  rubbed  her  cheek  against  his  sleeve. 

"That’s  a  lovely  coat,  ^here  didyou  get  it?" 

He  drew  away  from  her.  "A  woman  in  the  north 

made  it  for  me . Poppy. ....  .We  can  never  see  each  other 

again.  It  only  brings  trouble." 

"Will  you  be  at  Treaty?"  she  asked  desperately. 

" I  don’t  think  so.  And  if  I  am,  wecan’t  see 
each  other.  You  know  it’s  no  use.'* 

The  man  on  the  walk  stepped  into  the  siiadows, 
standing  a  little  way  off  from  them. 

"is  that  you.  Jay?"  he  asked. 

Poppy  gasped.  It  was  Sym’s  voice. 

"Jay,  yo  *re  wanted,  obadiah’s  awful  sick.  Looks 
like  poisoning." 

"Obadiah?"  Jay  and  Poppy  moved  over  to  Sym. 

"But  I  saw  him  a  while  ago  to-night.  He  was  with  me.  He 
was  all  right." 

"I  know.  I  saw  him  a  couple  of  hours  ago  myself. 
He  wa  a  bit  tight,  but  I  didn’t  think  anything#  Ttidor’s 
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gone  over  there  now.’' 

Jay  went  off  without  a  word,  leaving  the  girl  and 
her  father  together* 

"Borneo  told  me  you  and  Jay  were  out  somewhere," 

Sym  said.  "Be  better  to  meet  him  inside  the  hall, Poppy* 
Then  folks  oan*t  say  things*  : 

They  went  back  to  the  walk.  In  the  strange 
greenish  light,  he  looked  down  at  her,  pulling  his  collar 
up  higher,  and  stamping  his  feet. 

"Gome  on,  lot*s  go  back  to  the  dance,"  he  suggested 
taking  her  arm. 

She  went  with  him,  feeling  cold  to  the  very  marrow 
The  music  had  stopped,  and  as  they  entered,  refreshments 
were  being  served  to  the  crowd  who  mobbed  the  benches 
on  the  sidelines.  Sym  found  Poijpy  an  inconspicuous  place 
near  the  stove,  where  she  sat  very  pale  and  silont. 

While  she  drank  the  hot  coffee  he  brought  her.  Tommy 
stopped  beside  her. 

"Where  have  you  been?1'  he  asked  anxiously. 

"She^  been  out  with  her  poor  old  dad,"  Sym  replied 
warming  his  hands  over  the  hot  stove. 

Tommy  offered  her  a  sandwich. 

" Olga »s  being  a  diplomat  with  Iiolberg  and  Ek." 

He  sat  down  beside  Poppy.  "Life  is  dull  without  you,"  he 
told  her. 

“So  ObadiahJs  sick?"  Romeo  asked  Sym  as  he  opened 
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the  stove  to  put  on  a  hug©  log* 

"Maybe  hefs  been  drinking  extract,"  Sym  suggested. 
They  felt  a  draught  of  cold  air  as  %ke  and 
Dizzy  clumped  outside,  leaving  the  door  ajar  until  someone 


v 


slammed  it  shut* 


” I  been  framed/*  Mike  said  despairingly,  his 
feet  crunching  the  snow  in  the  shadowed  alley.  He  took 
a  bottle  from  his  inside  pocket,  and  removing  the  top, 
smelt  the  contents,  feeling  only  the  stinging  cold  in 
his  nostrils.  "Something  was  bad  in  itl" 

"Poisoned?"  Dizzy  asked,  taking  a  sniff  himself. 
f,I  been  framed l"  war  all  Mike  could  answer, 
looking  up  with  aw@  and  fear  into  the  strangely  bright, 
silent  sky. 


.if. 


CHAPTER  TWENTY-THREE 

i. 

At  the  R.C,  ,P.  detatc lament  Ho.  1,  Bridgeville, 
a  few  nights  later.  Constable  H^cka*  burly  figure  loomed 
up  from  the  grey  twilight.  It  was  still  bitterly  cold, 
and  steam  poured  forth  from  every  chimney  in  the  town. 

The  young  Mount ie  watched  the  road  for  any  sign  of  head¬ 
lights,  his  breath  surrounding  his  head  in  a  steamy  cloud, 
his  feet  making  squeaking  sounds  at  the  slightest  move. 
Seeing  nothing,  he  opened  the  door,  ducking  his  head  to 
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accommodate  his  height* 

The  court -room  wasabare,  masculine  one  with  a 
dark  oiled  floor,  a  large  desk  with  orderly  piles  of 
papers,  some  hard-looking  chairs  set  in  a  row  against  the 
wall,  and  shelves  with  neatly  tabulated  files  and  books. 

At  the  back  of  the  room  from a large  construction  of  black 
bars,  issued  the  sounds  of  heavy  snoring*  A  fire  roared 
in  the  large  heater  that  stood  beside  the  door,  and  the 
redness  of  flames  showed  through  a  hole  in  the  black 
stove  -pipe*  The  ro  on  was  hot  in  the  tapper  regions,  with  a 
heat  bearing  the  scent  of  burning  poplar;  yet  about  the 
floor  crept  an  Arctic  cold,  seemingly  coming  from  the  key¬ 
hole  and  from  the  frosted  crack  all  along  the  door* 

As  Constable  Hicks  was  taking  off  his  s -jaggy 
buffalo  coat  and  fur  hat.  Corporal  Ross  came  in  from  the 
next  room. 

"You’re  late,"  he  said  heartily.  "Wb&t  happened?” 

"Engine  trouble  again,”  Hicks  replied  briefly* 
"Walked  from  the  point,  Never  saw  so  much  s now ,  Right  up 
to  the  knees." 

“Had  stipper?1' 

"No  suck\  luc&.  No  time  now,  either.” 

Ross  glanced  at  a  la-"ge  clock  that  ticked  matter- 
of-factly  on  the  wall  above  their  heads. 

"Almost  seven,  eh?” 
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H©  was  the  older  of  the  two,  and  his  fae©  was 
the  kindlier,  with  a  whimsical  smile  and  a  friendly  twinkle 
in  his  ©yes.  He  was  not  very  tall  for  a  Mount ie,  so  that 
Hicks  seemed  to  tower  above  him  by  contrast.  Hicks  had 
a  relentlessness  about  him  from  his  neatly  parted  blond 
hair  and  grim  you^g  face  to  his  well  manicured  nails. 

"Hop©  they  get  here  on  time.” 

He  hung  up  his  tilings  and  stood  by  the  stove, 
rubbing  his  rather  prominent  red  ears.  loss  wandered 
over  to  the  dadc  ,  sorting  through  the  papers. 

r,Tudor  will  get  them  here.  1 

" How  do  you  think  this  thing  will  come  out ?" 

Hicks  asked,  his  brows  drawn  over  his  fierce  blue  eyes. 

"The  way  Tudor  always  does  things,”  Ross  answered, 
grin  ing.  r,The  guy  who  can  pay  will  pay  through  the  nose, 
and  the  underdog  will  got  off  easy." 

"He’s  too  easy.  e  could  clean  things  up  much 
more  quickly  if  he*d  bo  a  bit  tough  with  them.  Make  an 
example  of  this  fellow,  for  instance."  Hicks  pointed  to 
the  "pen"  with  a  jerk  of  his  thumb.  The  snores  had 
softened  to  deep  regular  breathing. 

"Guo-s  I*d  better  let  poor  Bill  out  now.  If 
be*s  going  to  be  Court  witness,  he *d  better  be  in  good 
shape ....  ..And  by  the  way,  will  you  bring  in  these  beaver 
polts?  Cover  them  up  with  a  sack  for  the  pres  nt  •"  Ross 
produoed  a  bunch  of  keys  from  the  drawer  of  the  desk. 
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and  selecting  a  large  crookedly  shaped  one,  went  over 
to  the  door  of  the  cell* 

Bill  Hanydogs  limped  out  sleepily*  He  looked 
thinner  than  ever,  with  the  high  cheek  bones  prominent, 
under  tightly  stretched  brown  skin.  His  eyes  were  black 
pools  of  tragedy,  pa  the  tie  and  pleading*  There  was  a 
greyish  tinge  to  his  colouring,  and  he  moved  stiffly  like 
a  very  old  man.  He  paid  no  attention  to  Hicks  who  covered 
a  bundle  with  a  sack  under  the  desk,  but  lifted  his  head 
in  a  listening  attitude. 

"Hear  soviet  ing.  Bill?0  Ross  asked  kindly, 
jingling  his  keys. 

”Just  wants  us  to  open  the  door,"  Hicks  said 
grimly.  lie  fixed  the  prisoner  with  his  eyes,  and  Fill 
cowered  like  a  hu  ted  creature • 

"A  truck 1°  The  Corporal  glanced  up  at  the  clock 
which  was  on  the  stroke  of  seven.  "Sit  down  and  take  it 
easy.  Bill.  Theyfll  soon  be  here.0 

The  old  man  did  not  sit  down.  He  stood  listening 
a  few  feet  from  the  door,  his  back  bowed,  his  lank  locks 
I  ringing  about  his  face,  while  the  distant  groaning  of 
a  truck  came  closer,  and  finally  wheezed  to  a  stop  just 
ouLside.  There  wore  the  voices  of  men,  and  the  crunching 
of  footsteps  in  the  hard  snow,  and  then  the  do  r*  squealed 
open.  Tudor  came  in,  pushing  back  the  hood  of  his  parka, 
behind  him  a  group  of  non,  while  a  blast  of  icy  air  chilled 


the  room. 
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"Congratulations ,  Judge /"  Ross  sxelaimed *  "You’re 
right  to  the  minute." 

Romeo  and  Sym,  Dizzoll  and  Hike  ,  crowded  in, 
dressed  in  dark  heavy  clothes  and  frozen  overs  oes  that 
squeaked  on  the  oiled  floor.  Then  at  the  steamy  entrance. 
Jay  came,  straight  and  silent  in  his  white  coat  and  bright 
mukluks,  closing  the  door  softly,  looking  around  with  a 
kind  of  superior  dignity.  At  the  sight  of  the  old  native, 
his  face  changed,  showing  pain  and  tenderness.  He  caught 
Bill’s  arm,  talking  to  him  huskily  in  Cree,  while  the  old 
man’s  face  lit  up  with  a  child -like  delight. 

"He’s  all  right.  Jay,1'  Foss  said.  "We  didn’t 
keep  him  locked  up  all  the  time,  but  he  tried  to  run  away." 

Jay  regarded  Bill’s  hollow  eyes  and  cheeks  with 
an  almost  maternal  anxiety. 

"He’s  been  off  his  grub,  too,'1  Ross  went  on. 

"But  he’ll  be  all  right." 

"if  everybody  will  please  sit  down,  we’ll  be  able 
to  start,"  Hioks  was  saying.  "You  may  aswell  take  off 
your  coats,  "We’ll  be  here  for  some  time."  He  stood 
powerfully  above  them,  his  eyes  probing  their  faces. 

"W l ore’s  Gus  ? "  he  demanded • 

"Not  in  my  truck,"  Borneo  growled,  twisting  his 
mouth  so  that  the  tips  of  his  fang -like  teeth  showed  ina 
sneering  grin. 


333 


rtHe *  11  get  here,  I  guess,”  Sym  spoke  in  a  soothing 
tone*  "We* re  just  unusual  getting  tore  so  soon.”  He  smiled 
charmingly  at  Foss  who  was  urging;  the  men  to  sit  down. 

,!r  ho  does  he  think  lie  is  I”  Hicks  said  irritably. 
"How  everyone  has  to  sit  around  and  wait  for  himl” 

"Give  Bear  Trap  a  ring,  and  see  if  he*s  left,” 
the  Corporal  suggested. 

Tudor  sat  down  at  the  desk  and  began  filling  his 
pipe,  his  misty  eyes  full  of  compassion  and  interest. 
Dizzoli’s  bald  head  turned  and  turned,  catching  the  light, 
while  his  blood -shot  eyes  blinked  very  fast.  Beside  him, 
Mike* a  face  was  white  and  puffy,  his  grey  eyes  glassy  and 
desperate,  kicks  gave  the  telephone  a  loud  jangling  ring, 
turning  the  handle  with  quick  angry  twists. 

"Hello,  Bear  Trap?  hello l  he  shouted. 

Syn?  sat  back  nonchalantly,  smoking,  looking  with 
a  bit  of  an  amused  grin  at  the  young  mount ie *s  back.  Romeo 
shed  a  greasy -lookln  navy  blue  parka,  and  narrowed  his 
yellow  eyes  at  the  "pe  n”  nt  the  beck  of  the  room*  Jay 
and  Bill  were  a  little  apart  from  the  rest,  talking  swiftly 
in  Cren,  The  old  nan’s  childlike  glee  at  seeing  his  young 
friend  had  changed  to  grief.  He  held  his  ho  d  in  his  hands 
and  moaned,  roc'  ing  himself  in  his  chair. 

"What’s  wrong?"  Ross  asked,  holding  a  large  log 
over  the  open  nouth  of  the  heater,  where  tongues  of  flame 
leapt  up  intermittent ?.y. 


334 


"Oba&iah  was  Bill*s  friend,*'  Jay  answered, 

"I  had  to  tell  him." 

Ross  let  the  log  down,  slamme&the  lid  back  on  the 
stove,  and  stood  with  his  back  to  the  heat. 

"Is  he  round  town?  Pid  h©  leave  for  Bridgeville?” 
Hicks  was  shouting.  . O.K . o.K," 

"Well?"  Tuclor  asked,  as  the  young  constable  hung 
up  the  receiver. 

"On  his  way.  Loft  ages  ago.....”  He  sat  down  on 
the  edge  of  the  desk,  drumming  his  fingers  impatiently. 
Tudor  leaned  back  dreamily,  pipe  smoke  about  his  shaggy 
head,  as  he  watched  each  face  in  turn,  as  though  fascinated 
The  men  talked  quietly  in  pairs.  The  burning  logs  crackled 
and  roared,  but  still  the  invisible  cold  could  not  be  shut 
out.  At  last,  they  all  heard  the  faint  roar  of  a  motor, 
and  in  a  few  minutes,  a  second  truck  drew  up  in  the  yard. 
Gustav  pounded  at  the  door. 

Eis  face  was  almost  buried  in  the  immense  collar 
of  a  sheepskin  coat  and  a  pulled-down  fur  hat,  showing 
the  end  of  his  nose  faintly  purple.  He  stood  surprised 
in  the  doorway,  with  the  warm  steam  and  the  light  stream¬ 
ing  out  upon  him,  until  Hicks  stalked  over  to  him. 

"Little  trouble  with  the  truck,'1  Gus  said 
pleasantly.  “Got  to  st  'y  in  town  and  get  her  f3.xed."  He 
seemed  to  crowd  the  room  as  he  discard  ed  outer  garments. 
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"Must  be  catching,"  Ross  remarked  with  a  grin 
for  Hicks,  whose  face  relaxed  a  little, 

Gus  sat  down  on  the  only  remaining  chair,  beside 
Jay,  The  big  Swede  and  the  young  native  gazed  straight 
ahead  in  an  effort  to  ignore  each  other,  Tudor  straightened 
up  now,  laying  his  pipe  carefully  on  the  ash  tray,  and 
drawing  paper  and  pen  towards  him.  But  his  attention  was 
caught  by  the  sight  of  these  two  men,  so  strikingly 
different,  Gus  with  his  sandy  hair,  his  sleepy  blue  eyes 
and  thick  bull  neck,  and  Jay  with  his  dark  face,  so  absorbed 
and  remote  in  expression.  Yet  the  thought  startled  Tudor 
that  there  was  about  t!  or.  two,  something  alike,  home  thing 
in  the  sot  of  the  shoulders,  the  carriage  of  the  head,  the 
eyes,  the  characteristic  of  holding  apart  as  a  disinterested 
observer.  Vnd  each  had  a  kind  of  pres once  about  him.  Jay 
to  a  more  intensified  degree,  ind  both  leaned  forward  with 
the  same  half  indolent,  half  watchful  air. 

Corporal  '  jss  opened  court,  and  ^udor  called  his 
thoughts  back  to  the  business  in  hand.  But  l  was  strange, 
ho  thought,  while  taking  down  notes  in  a  crabbed  black 
handwriting  r  gurding  the  charging  of  Gustav  Hanson  and 
of  Hike  Olenski  with  the  taking  of  beaver  out  of  season 
and  without  a  license,  it  was  strange  how  two  men  so 
utterly  different  could  look  so  much  alike,  ind  each  in 
his  own  way  w$s  powerful  too.  He  got  a  fresh  piece  of 
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paper  to  take  down  the  evidence  of  Constable  Hicks, 

"•....It  was  on  the  night  of  the  Qth  of  February. 
I  found  Bill  lanydogs  going  into  the  Bear -Trap  poolroom 

garage  with  five  beaver  pelts  on  his  toboggan. . " 

The  old  breed  fidglted  in  his  chair ,  as  though 
he  would  bolt.  Jay  laid  a  reassuring  hand  on  his  am. 

"  . . The  said  Bill  Manydogs  having  been 

arrested  and  tried,  pleaded  guilty,  confessed,  and  was 
held  for  Court  witness.  On  the  night  of  February  thir¬ 
teenth,  being  the  night  mentioned  by  lanydogs  as  that  on 
which  pelts  were  to  be  trucked  out  of  Bear  Trap,  I  was 
coming  by  car  on  the  road  behind  the  truck  owned  by  Gustav 

Hanson,  driven  by  Mike  Olenski . " 

Gus  smoked  calmly  with  a  great  show  of  indiffer¬ 
ence,  while  Mike  bit  his  fingernails  nervously.  A  half 
smile  flickered  over  Jay*s  face.  Tudor»s  pen  travelled 
swiftly  back  and  forth  over  the  page  with  a  scratohiig 
and  spattering  of  ink. 

" . The  truck  stopped,"  Hicks  continued, 

standing  straight  and  grim,  his  clear  eyes  on  Tudor*s 
writing.  "There  wa3  a  deep  drift  in  which  it  had  stalled. 
Since  I  was  coming  behind,  I  got  out  to  see  if  I  could 
help  the  driver.  We  shovelled  around  the  back  wheel,  but 
it  kept  spinning.  I  readied  into  the  truck  and  got  an 
empty  beer  keg  to  place  behind  the  wheel.  The  truck 
lurched  back  upon  it,  splintering  the  keg.  Inside  were 
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two  beaver  pelts." 

Sym  and  Romeo  exchanged  amused  glances.  Hicks 
looked  at  them  balefully,  stopping  to  let  Tudor  finish 
writing  the  last  sentence.  With  laughter  In  Ills  eyes, 

Ross  tilted  back  his  chair. 

"Upon  searching  the  truck,  I  found  forfc^  pelts. 
They  are  here,"  he  added,  bending  to  pull  the  pile  out 
from  under  the  desk,  and  removing  the  sack.  "Exhibit  A." 

Tudor  duly  examined  the  pelts  with  the  keen  eyes 
of  the  trappers  upon  him.  Bill  looked  at  them  sadly.  Jay 
with  the  keen  interest  of  one  who  is  evaluating  them. 
Romeo  and  Mike  watched  somewhat  enviously. 

"After  we  finally  got  the  truck  going  again," 
Hicks  continued," Ole nski  drove  off.  I  was  about  to  get 
back  into  the  car.  I  saw  some  folded  papers  lying  in  the 
snow.  They  were  perhaps  tucked  into  the  window  of  the 
truck  and  blew  out  when  the  door  opened."  Hicks  held 
some  papers  out  in  front  of  Tudor.  "Exhibit  B.  An  account 
for  Hinder’s  Hides  and  Raw  Furs  Co.,  Edmonton,  for  the 

sale  of  forty  beaver  pelts,  and  signed,  ’Gustav  Hanson’." 

k 

Everyone  was  tense  at  this  moment.  Gus  gave  Mike 
a  look  of  ihiry.  Mike  looked  sick. 

It  was  Bill  who  kissed  the  filthy  dog-eared  Bible 
next.  Jay  stood  beside  him,  ready  to  interpret. 

"He  doesn’t  need  an  Interpreter.  He  can  speak 
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and  understand  English,”  Hioks  said  sarcastically. 

Tudor  lifted  his  head,  a  pair  of  silver -rimmed 
glasses  set  far  down  on  his  nose. 

”lf  he  feels  he  can  talk  more  fluently  with  an 
interpreter,  by  all  means  let  him  have  one.” 

Bill  at  once  addressed  himself  to  Jay  with  a 
swift  rush  of  Gree  v/ords .  He  flung  his  old  knotted  hands 
about,  and  moved  his  head  and  shoulders  in  strange  ges¬ 
tures.  The  young  man  listened  thoughtfully,  then  he 
turned  to  Tudor,  and  began  in,  a  husky  voice, 

"He  says  that  the  winter  has  been  hard  one.  And 
the  children  have  been  hungry  too,  and  Bill  h  d  to  do  what 
the  white  men  wanted,  and  bring  the  beaver  pelts.,....” 

"This  is  all  out  of  order!"  Hicks  said,  jumping 
up  impatiently.  "Tell  him  to  keep  quiet  until  he’s  asked 
to  speak." 

Tudor  leaned  back,  chewing  the  end  of  his  pen. 
h If  he  wants  to  get  it  off  his  chest,  let  him 

say  it." 

"i’ll  talk  to  thernj  Ross  said  quietly.  Gradually 

he  drew  the  story  from  them. 

" . It  was  Mike  who  made  the  deal  with  Bill," 

Jay  said.  "Bill  was  to  bring  in  all  the  beaver  he  could, 
and  hid©  them  in  the  back  of  the  truck  in  the  garage. 

Mike  would  put  them  in  the  empty  beer  kegs  and  bring  them 
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to  Bridgevillo  to  send  them  out  on  the  freight." 

"He  can*t  say  things  like  that  about  m©|"  Mike 
shouted,  jumping  to  his  feet  with  clenched  fists. 

"Order  in  the  court,"  Tudor  said  sternly . 

"You* 11  get  your  turn  to  speak." 

"Sit  downl"  Hicks  said,  striding  towards  him. 

"lie  says,"  Jay  went  on,  looking  only  at  Tudor, 
-that  Gus  was  the  real  boss  of  the  outfit.  Gus  would  come 
out  into  the  garage  and  ask  him  how  many  pelts  there  were." 

When  they  had  finished  cross-examining  Bill, 
he  limped  back  to  his  place  with  his  head  in  his  hands, 

\ 

muttering  in  Cree.  Romeo  was  called  upon  next.  Tudor 
found  he  had  a  hard  time  keeping  his  eyes  on  the  desk  and 
the  paper.  Romeo*s  long  fangs,  his  slanting  yellow  eyes 
and  snout -like  mse,  rather  than  his  words,  held  Tudor 
spell -bound.  lie  thought  it  strange  how  a  familiar  face 
can  become  suddenly  unfamiliar  and  different  as  though  you 
were  looking  at  it  for  the  first  time • 

" . I  seen  Gus  myself,  Thursday  morning, 

putting  beaver  pelts  into  beer  kegs  in  the  garage,"  he 
was  saying.  "I  was  over  there  to  borrow  a  wrench,  and 
I  see  Gus  and  Mike . " 

"You  dirty  dofel  Mike  cfcied.  "Why  you  go 

%  ? 

squealing?" 

"Why  you  go  taking  my  trucking  trade/*1  Romeo 
snarled,  narrowing  his  eyes  to  slits.  "You  don*t  work  for 
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yourself*  You  only  work  for  Gus,  Why  do  you  take  ray 

trade?" 

"Order l  Order l"  Hicks  rumbled,  end  Mike 
subsided  into  a  furious  silence, 

Dizzoli  passed  his  hand  nervously  over  his  bald 
head,  and  shrank  further  Into  his  chair*  Gus  and  Jay  con¬ 
tinued  gazing  aheud,  aloof  and  expressionless.  Bill 
bowed  himself  with  weary  sighs,  Syra  smiled, stretching 
his  long  legs  and  leaning  his  arm  on  the  back  of  his  chair, 
Tudor  and  Ross  exchanged  looks  of  subtle  humorous  under¬ 
standing. 

Cross -exam  ned,  Sym  said  cagily  that  he  did  not 
know  what  went  on  in  the  garage,  since  it  was  rented  to 
Gus,  He  admitted  only  that  he  had  once  seen  Obadiah  with 
some  beaver,  but  he  did  not  inquire  where  the  Indian  got 
rid  of  them,  Mike*s  face  grew  white  with  terror  when 
Obadiah*s  name  was  mentioned,  andhis  eyes  fixed  in  a 
glassy  stare  • 

Called  to  the  desk,  Gus  looked  disgustedly  at 
the  Bible,  lifting  it  half  way  to  his  lips  as  he  swore 


the  oath, 

"Do  you  plead  guilty,  or  not  guilty?"  Ross  asked 


him, 

"Guilty . I  admit. . everything."  Yet  he 

looked  at  them  with  a  superior  indifference,  a  tailored 
cigarette  between  his  lips,  his  hand  reaching  into  an 
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Inner  pocket,  "How  nmch  will  the  fin©  be?" 

Mike  was  getting  to  his  feet  In  triumphant 

relief. 

"Wait l"  Hicks  turned  to  him  in  exasperation. 

"Just  a  minute,  Mike,"  Ross  said  pleasantly. 
"We*ve  a  lot  to  do  yet." 

After  the  big  Swede  had  signed  a  complete 
confession,  Olenski  readily  told  his  story,  of  how  he 
had  worked  for  Gus  in  the  illicit  beaver  trade. 

"Course  I  only  got  a  commission,"  he  explained, 
"Gus  done  all  the  big  shot  work.” 

Hicks  was  staring  at  Dizzoli’s  bald  head. 

"That  guy  got  bis  commission  too,  eh?" 

"II©  didn*t  have  nothing  to  do  with  it i"  Mike 
cried,  "He  *s  only  my  pal,  com©  along  with  me.  You  got  no 
go  ds  on  him." 

"Oh  -  not  needed  to  lie  for  you  now," 

Dizzoll  stared  at  them  with  blood -shot  ©yes. 

"Sit  down,  everyone,"  Tudor  said,  shuffling 
through  his  pages  of  evidence.  "Bill,  your  fine  is 
twenty-five  dollars  or  thirty  days.  Can  you  pay?" 

Jay  hastily  took  some  bills  from  his  wallet  and 
gave  them  to  the  old  man  who  pottered  up  to  the  desk  with 
them.  The  two  natives  began  preparing  to  leave. 

"Mr.  Hanson,  you  will  be  fined  according  to 
Statute  Ho . Just  a  minute . H  Tudor  began 
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thumbing  through  a  black  book,  peering  over  his  glasses. 
"Yes,  hare  it  is.  Twenty-five  dollars  for  each  pelt 
found  in  your  truck.  That  will  be  a  thousand  dollars." 

The  room  became  very  silent.  Gus  opened  his 
wallet  and  counted  out  ten  on©  hundred  dollar  bills,  his 
face  expressionless.  Mike’s  ©yes  glittered.  Sym  looked 
at  the  money  as  a  gambler  would,  at  another’s  winnings* 

Romeo  rubbed  his  hands.  Pizzoli  looked  as  though  he 
thought  he  were  dreaming,  while  Bill  fumbled  at  the  door 
handle,  and  Jay  turned  away  with  dignity.  Tudor  put  the 
money  into  the  desk  and  turned  to  another  place  in  the  book. 

"Mike,"  he  said,  "for  you  it’s  twenty-five  dollars 
or  thirty  day3." 

"But  I’m  not  guilty." 

"You  v/ere  implicated  in  the  crime." 

Mike  looked  distraught  among  the  moving  figures 
of  the  men  who  were  heaving  themselves  into  their  coats. 

"I  haven’t  any  money l "  he  cried  out,  looking 
from  one  to  another.  Gus  was  following  the  two  natives 
out  of  the  door.  The  bitter  night’s  cold  swept  into  the 
room,  cleansing  it  of  stale  odors.  Romeo  grinned  horribly, 
and  Dizzoli  looked  helpless.  "Sym . " 

Ashley  shook  his  he  id. 

"It’s  the  coop  for  mel"  Mike  said  bitterly  as 

Gustav’s  truck  roared  away.  "He  gets  away,  and  I  go  to  the 
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!rI*m  sorry*  Mike*"  Tudor  rose  from  the  desk  . 

When  Romeo's  truck  had  moved  off*  Foss  smiled* 
jingling  his  keys. 

"Breakfast  at  eight*  and  then  the  train  out*" 
he  said  mildly*  following  Mike  to  the  prison  cell*  "it* 11 
pass*  Mike*  like  no  time. 


2. 

At  Bear  Trap*  Jay  and  Tudor  got  down  off  the 
back  of  the  truck*  stiff  with  cold.  Bill  tumbled  out  of 
the  cab  in  high  spirits*  doing  a  kind  of  war  dance  in  the 
snow  in  front  of  the  hotel  in  the  glare  of  the  headlights 
of  the  truck.  Sym  and  Biz  soli  paid  their  share  of  the 
gas*  and  bade  the  others  good -night,  disappearing  down 
the  ally. 

"Where  are  you  going  now?"  Tudor  asked  his 
companion*  as  Romeo* s  sour  face  appeared  at  the  open  door 
of  the  truck*  and  the  two  men  felt  for  their  wallets. 

"Bill  wants  to  go  to  Obadiah*s  and  show  them 
he  * s  f ree  .  WE* re  staying  the  night  there."  Jay  handed 
the  driver  fifty  cents  and  turned  to  go. 

"Just  a  minute*  Jay*"  said  Tudor.  "Wait  till 
I  give  this  fellow  his  pound  of  flesh." 

"Mighty  light  for  a  pound,"  said  Romeo  sourly* 
tossing  the  coin  up  in  the  air*  and  catching  it  in  his 
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cold  bare  band, 

Tudor  followed  Jay  to  the  back  of  the  truck, 

"Gome  and  have  supper  with  me 

The  motor  of  the  truck  roared,  the  back  wheels 
throwing  snow  into  their  faces.  Bill  joined  them  to  get 
out  of  the  way  of  the  vehicle,  which  moved  off,  leaving 
them  in  the  grey  starlight.  Tudor  stamped  his  feet, 
huddling  himself  deeper  into  his  parka. 

11 1  *11  be  seeing  you  at  Obadiah’s,"  Jay  told 
Bill,  and  they  parted. 

The  t©*ta  was  in  darkness,  completely  silent. 

Every  step  the  men  took  made  crunching  noises  in  the  hard- 
packed  snow.  Folkes  led  the  way  down  a  side  street, 
through  some  bush  to  his  home,  a  snug  log  house  of  three 
rooms.  The  entrance  led  into  a  kitchen  full  of  peaceful 
warmth  as  the  two  men  came  in  from  the  bitter  cold.  Tudor 
lit  the  coal-oil  lamp,  whose  light  revealed  the  large 
stove  and  the  steaming  kettle,  the  kitchen  table  with  a 
gay  oil-cloth,  the  cabinet  with  piles  of  ill-matched  and 
various -sized  plates.  Jay  stood  quietly  in  a  comer, 
while  his  host  began  replenishing  the  fire. 

"Almost  on  the  boil,"  he  remarked,  lifting  the 
lid  of  the  kettle.  "I  *11  just  put  some  coffee  on,  and 
we  *11  have  supper  in  no  time." 

He  took  off  his  parka,  and  washed  at  the  wash- 
stand  near  the  stove.  Glean  towels  hung  on  towel  racks 
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above  it,  and  a  good-sized  mirror  in  a  fancy  silver  frame 
gleamed  on  the  wall  between  the  racks.  Everything  looked 
freshly  scrubbed. 

"Take  off  your  things  and  make  yourself  at  home," 
Tudor  invited.  H@  reached  for  the  frying-pan  hanging  on 
a  mil  behind  the  stove.  !fI  hope  you  like  satis  ages,  for 
sausages  it  is  to-night.” 

Jay  smiled  a  little,  slowly  undoing  his  white  coat 
looking  intently  at  everything.  Tudor  set  the  table  in 
the  next  room,  covering  the  heavy  wine  table-cloth  with  a 
clean  white  one,  and  bringing  out  some  large  blue  cups 
from  a  cupboard  in  the  corner.  In  the  centre  of  the 
table  the  soft  light  of  an  oil  lamp  with  a  daintily 
flowered  china  shade  showed  the  walls  lined  with  book¬ 
shelves  full  of  books,  and  several  model  ships  hanging 
from  the  ceiling.  There  were  two  or  three  well-worn  and 
comfortable  easy  chairs,  as  well  as  four  stiff -backed 
dining  room  chairs  of  ancient  but  substantial  make.  Jay 
made  up  the  fire  in  the  heater,  looking  over  the  place 
with  a  kind  of  wonderment. 

After  a  good  meal  of  bread  and  sausages,  and  cups 
of  strong  coffee,  the  men  retired  to  the  arm-chairs  for 
a  peaceful  smoke. 

'‘Tell  me . "  Tudor  leaned  back  with  his 

hands  crossed  under  his  head,  his  feet  dangling  over  an 
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elegant  footstool  with  carved  legs,  "jay,  did  you  ever 
think  of  using  your  ability  to  interpret?  1  mean  in 
getting  some  kind  of  job#  se  ms  to  me  that  a  fellow 
who  can  speak  fluently  in  Gree,  Chyp,  English,  French.#... 

and  you’re  really  quite  eloquent . "  Ee  paused,  looking 

through  the  pipe -smoke  at  his  companion# 

* 

Jay  took  his  limp  brown  cigarette  from  his  lips, 
holding  it  lightly  in  his  well-shaped  hands.  His  every 
attitvide  was  one  of  grace.  lie  studied  the  ash-tray  with 
half-elo3ed  black  eyes.  There  was  something  bitter  about 
the  expression  of  his  mouth,  something  still  and  closed 
about  his  dark  face# 

"l  did  think  of  it . "  He  flicked  some  ashes 

off  the  end  of  his  cigarette  into  the  ash-tray.  r,But  I’ve 
been  to  the  Outside,  and  now  I  know  what  I  am.  When  I  am 
a  boy  in  the  bush,  I  don’t  know  it.  Only  sometimes,  I 
feel  it,  just  a  little.  But  I  don’t  understand.  Then  I 
go  Outside,  then  I  really  know.  1  am  a  breed . .a  dog." 

"You’re  very  bitter,”  Tudor  said  sadly#  "So 
you  hate  us  white  men?” 

"No . no#  It’s  just..... I  see  both  sides.  We 

are  sometimes,  I  know,  like  children.  But  it  must  be 
wrong  that  we  are  dying,  and  full  of  disease . rt 

"Yet  you  yourself  are  exceptionally  sound.” 

"That  i3  only  because  of  my  grandmother,”  Jay 
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said  with  swift  pride.  "She  knows  the  old  Indian  ways. 

She  gets  the  poplar  butter  and  the  syrup.  We  are  weaned 
to  meat.  Now,  a  breed,  he  doesn’t  want  to  be  an  Indian. 

He  wants  to  be  a  white  man,  and  he  doesn’t  know  how.  And 
he  is,  anyway,  a  hunter. " 

Tudor  looked  at  the  young  man  with  wise  kind  eyes 

"What  would  you  say  is  the  answer,  Jay?  What 
should  be  done  about  the  half-breeds?11 

"I  don’t  know.  Only  I  think  in  myself  many  times 
everything  they  try  to  do  for  us,  it  is  the  wrong  thing... 
If  a  breed  did  not  h  \  ve  to  be ..... •  a  dog ...... " 

" I  suppose  in  ti  e,"  Tudor  said  dreamily,  "the 
white  population  will  swallow  up  the  breed.  Through  inter 
marriage,  the  Indian  blood  will  disappear**..." 

Jay’s  face  twisted  as  though  with  great  pain. 

" . Oh,  it  is  too  badf"  Tudor  said  to  him. 

"You  could  be  a  valuable  man....." 

"Yesterday  I  brought  in  six  wolf  pelts,  two 
females,  four  males.  nd  that  gives  me  fifty-two  dollars. 
The  wolves,  they  don’t  know  I’m  a  breed." 

Tudor  sat  up  suddenly.  "Where  did  you  get  that 
name,  Baptiste?" 

"I  don’t  know.  Isaiah  says  it  was  my  grand¬ 
father’s  name.  He  never  tells  me  who  my  father  is.  Per¬ 
haps  he!  doesn't  know.  He  says  I’m  jus  t  one  of  the  orphans 
grandmother  took  in  to  raise.  She’s  raised  about  five 
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like  that,  all  older  than  me*  Kart ha  too.  before  Isaiah 
roar  led  her*" 

Folkes  knocked  out  his  Dips  into  the  ash-tray* 

"Why  don't  you  stay  the  night  here?  It'll  be  cold  going 
to  Gbadiah's,  and  crowded  when  you  get  there*  I  could 

put  you  up." 

"You  mean  you'd  ha v©  a  trashy  breed  in  your  house?1 

"  Jay . .There  are  white  men  I  know  that  I 

wouldn't  have  in  my  house 

The  young  man  smiled  ,  and  the  sm  le  lit  -up  his 

I 

dark  face  like  a  lamp  turned  on  inside. 

" I  cannot  stay.  Only  because  of  the  old  an* 

I  think  I  better  be  with  him.  He  gets  in  trouble  so  ea^ 
When  he  had  put  on  his  beautiful  white  coat, 
and  pulled  tire  embroidered  parka  over  his  dark  herd,  ho  helc 
out  his  hand  to  Tudor. 

"You  are  a  real  white  man,"  he  said.  "Wherever 
we  are,  I  am  your  friend." 


3. 

Bill  Manydogs  lay  on  his  bed,  snoring,  deep 
in  slumber,  while  Martha  and  her  two  little  boys  slept 
on  a  bed  in  a  not  ter  corner,  breathing  heavily.  The  cabin 
was  lit  only  by  the  light  from  the  low  burning  logs  on 
the  fireplace,  in  front  of  which  Mrs.  Waters  sat  smoking 


her  pipe,  and  looking  into  the  fire..  Jay  lay  on  the 
floor  beside  her,  his  hands  under  his  head.  He  talked 

quietly  in  Cree. 

?!I  got  money  for  my  wolf  pelts,”  he  said.  "Some 
for  the  police,  and  some  for  you."  He  stretched  out  one 
bard,  and  put  some  hills  into  her  lap.  "That  is  for  you. 
Grandmother.  For  something  you  need.  Hot  for  hart na  and 
the  boys,  but  for  you." 

The  old  woman  took  the  money  Into  her  misshapen 


hands •  The  light  from  the  fire  was  reflected  in  her  eyes,  , 

li; 

making  then  seem  full  of  bright  flames.  Jay  rolled  over, 
leaning  his  chin  in  his  hands ,  and  his  elbows  on  the  floor. 
In  this  attitude,  and  in  the  firelight,  he  looked  strangely 
young  and  boyish.  The  old  woman  gently  touchedjhis  dark  j 
hair. 


"Grandmother,  will  you  tell  me  same  thing?” 

She  took  the  pipe  from  her  mouth. 

"What  shall  I  tell  you?" 

He  lookedup  at  her.  "Tell  me  how  I  was  born.” 
Mrs.  haters  ^ook  a  stick  and  stirred  the  fire. 
Shi  said  at  last, 

"You  were  born  here,  in  this  house.  In  winter. 

A  night  like  this,” 

The  flames  leaped,  licking  the  dry  logs,  but 
blackness  clung  in  the  corners  of  the  cabin.  The  sleepers 
d5.d  not  stir. 
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''The  wolves  were  howling,  and  Isaiah* s  dogs  kept 

harking.” 

'But  who  was  my  mother?” 

* Simone •  " 


"And  her  father’s  name  was  Baptiste?” 


" II©  was 


a  Frenchman, 


and  he  played  the  fiddle 


* 


Simone* s  mother  was  Oree." 

Jay  leaned  on  his  elbow,  looking  up  at  has  grand- 

mother.  The  lines  in  her  face  were  almost  like  folds. 

She  Was  old.  P©rhaps  had  forgotten.  He  waited,  ' 

watching  the  firelight  play  on  her  twisted  hands. 

"Was  Isaiah  here?"  he  asked  softly. 

.. 

Yos.  H©  was  cutting  wood.  The  ax©  went  into  his 
foot  through  his  moocasin.  It  was  very  bad.  All  winter 
he  was  with  me.  Bill  went  on  the  trap-line.  " 

"And  Simone  came  here?" 

"We  saw  her  at  Tre  ty  when  Isaiah  was  fiddling 
for  the  dance. -hen  he  saw  her,  he  was  going  to  cut  the  logs 
to  build  a  house.  But  he  did  not  tell  her  that.  He  played 
the  fiddle  for  five  nights  and  watched  her  dancing,  and 
ho  did  not  speak  to  her.  Ana  then  she  was  gone.1 

Outside,  the  dogs  began  to  howl  dismally. The 
logs  of  the  cabin  creaked  with  the  cold. 

"it  was  a  winter  night  when  she  came  here,"  the 
old  woman  said.  "Isaiah’s  two  dogs  barked.  And  then  she 
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came  in.  You  were  horn  that  night." 

"And  Simone  died?"  Jay  asked,  looking  into  the 

1 1 

glowing  embers. 

11  She  was  so  young ,  so  young.  And  weak . . 

My  son  named  you  when  he  heard  the  jay  in  the  trees." 


"Grandmother,  who  was  my  father?”  He  sat  up, 


imploring  her  to  tell  him. 

”1  do  not  k:  aw,"  she  said,  drawing  her  blanket 
about  her  shoulders.  "I  do  not  know.” 

“Some  white  man?”  said  Jay  bitterly.  "Does 

Isaiah  know?” 

"I  do  not  know.  But  Simone  came  hero,  to  us, 

when  you  were  born.” 

Jay  lay  down  before  the  fire  again,  his  hands 
under  his  head.  Mrs.  aters  took  the  money  into  her  hands, 
cotinting  it  by  the  firgul  light. 

”You  are  good  to  an  old  woman.'*' 

Ho  was  silent.  The  long-drawn  howling  of  the  dogs 
outside  was  a  heart-breaking  sound.  Bill  began  tossing 
about,  moaning  in  his  sleep.  Then  quietness  settled  upon 
the  house  again. 

"Your  father  would  have  had  a  good  son.”  Mrs. 
Waters  filled  her  pipe,  lighting  it  with  a  chip  which  she 
kindled  from  the  glowing  logs . 

The  young  man  smiled. 
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"l  have  a  good  grandmother.51 
The  pleasant  aroma,  of  the  tobacco  and  of  the 
burning  logs  filled  the  warm  air.  Presently  only  the  old 
woman  was  awake,  smoking  peacefully,  gazing  into  the  dying 
fire . 


ChAFTFR  T'VRUTY-FOUP. 

- - — 

'Didnft  figure  you*d  come  back,”  Dizzoli 
muttered,  s!Wot  after  such  a  long  time.  Sure  was  a  surprise' 
when  dym  told  me  what  your  letter  said.” 

“You  took  my  letter  to  Sym?lf  Like  asked,  almost 


menacingly. 

’* I  canft  read.  Remember?1' 

"l*d  f orgot . . . .  .But  Symt" 

The  two  men  were  reclining  on  the  grass,  one  on 
each  side  of  a  camp-fire.  Supported  on  a  green  willow 
stick,  a  smoke -blackened  tin  filled  with  water,  hung  over 
the  bright  flames.  Among  the  bushes,  a  rude  shelter  of 
spruce  boughs  and  poles  was  barely  visible.  11  round, 
the  wooded  country  seemed  to  press  upon  them  with  its 
remoteness  and  loneliness.  In  the  sky,  large  puffy  clouds 
tinted  with  the  vivid  colours  of  the  sunset,  were  beginning 
to  take  on  the  blues  and  greys  of  evening. 

"Where  you  been  all  this  time?"  Dizzoli  asked. 


353 


looking  across  at  hi a  companion, 

MiSw  sat  up  to  rearrange  tbs  burning  logs.  He 
looked  unkempt  and  dirty,  and  his.  mouth  bad  a  nervous 

twitching* 

"Oh,  I  worked  out,  round  Edmonton  after  1  got 
out  of  the  coop*  Gqt  me  some  money,  and  took  up  this  hero 

homestead* 11 

"Lonesome  for  the  bush?”  Dizzoli  asked,  moving 
to  escape  the  smoke  which  had  changed  direction  with  a  puff 
of  wind • 

"It's  no  good  Outside,  It *3  better  here*"  Mike 
made  a  gesture  with  his  hand,  indicating  the  acres  about 
thorn*  There  was  a  fierce  pride  in  his  ugly  face,  "hot  far 
from  where  my  old  man  used  to  be.  I  was  al  aye  wanting  to 
be  baok  on  the  farm,  Dizz." 

Dizzcll’s  red-brown  eyes  were  burning,  half 
hidden  under  the  peak  of  his  cap.  He  put  a  dirty  finger 
on  one  side  of  his  large  hooked  nose,  and  said  in  a  rather 
frightened  voice,  "Know  all  what’s  went  on  since  you  was 
go  no?" 

"Course  not.  What  did  you  think  I  wanted  to  see 
you  for?  Come  on  now,  tell  me  everything."  Mike  leaned 
on  his  elbow,  watching  the  other  man  with  feverish  ©yes 
•and  twitching  mouth. 

"They  found  the  still,  couple  weeks  after  you 

went  *" 
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?!DIzz!  Why  didn’t  you  take  it  away?  I  counted 
on  you!"  Mike  cried  angrily,  "lie  11  of  a  pal  you  turned 

out  to  bel" 

"Couldn’t  help  it,  '  Pizzoli  35 uttered,  keeping 
his  head  down.  "Hicks,  he  watched  me.  Every  place  I  was, 
Hicks  h©  was  there  too.  If  I  empty  a  coke --box  at  To  Ling’s, 
I  see  Hicks  looking  at  me  from  a  booth.  If  I  load  a  truck 
at  Yang’s  ,  Hicks  looks  up  at  me  from  under  a  fender,  I 
couldn’t  get  to  the  still  no  how.” 

"How’d  they  find  it?"  Mike  asked,  biting  his 
thumb  nail. 

Dizzoli  began  to  laugh  nervously,  pounding  the 
ground  In  front  of  him  with  his  fist. 

Funniest  thing  I  ever  know!  Brother  Conrad 
found  it,  that’s  who.  Brother  Conrad." 

Mike  laughed  shortly.  "Come  on,  for  God’s  sake l 

' 

What  happened?” 

Dizzoli  sat  up,  choking  back  his  laughter. 

"bell.  Brother C  onrad,  he’s  going  to  get  all 
the  sin  out  of  Bear  Trap,  see?  B©  tells  us  ao,  a  linking 
his  fist  like  this.  ell,  snow’s  melting  this  day,  and 
Brother  Conrad,  he  sees  Sy m  Ashley  on  horse -back  taking  a 
short-cut  from  Bridge ville  over  to  Bear  Trap.  Ho  Brother 
Conrad  starts  through  the  bush,  following,  and  he  gets  lost. 
He  trips,  so  he  tells  the  police.  Ana  he  brings  the  police 
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the  worm  out  of  the  still.  And  he  says  he  says,  »i»v© 
been  a  sinner  once,  a  great  signer,1  h©  says.  *1  knows 
that  smell.  Moonshine l*  h©  says.  ’And.  this  herefs  got 

to  stop.*" 

"YHiat  »d  they  do,  Hicks  and  them?"  Mike  asked 


anxiously. 

His  friend  passed  a  hand  over  his  forehead,  and 
his  laughter  was  gone . 

They  find  out  it’s  poisoned  and  no  good  moon- 
shine.  And  Hicks,  he  busts  over  to  the  pool  hall  and  collar 
Sym  Ashley.  And  he  says  this  here  still  must  be  Sym’s, 
on  account  of  nobody  else  uses  that  short-cut.  Sym  says  he 
don’t  know  nothing  about  no  still." 

"I  hid  it  good,"  Mike  grunted.  "What,  happened  i 


then?" 

"Well,  Hicks,  h©  don’t  believe  Sym,  and  they  get 
mad.  Sym,  he  says  if  Hicks  don’t  believe,  let  him  find 
out  who’s  been  using  all  the  sugar  round  here.  Hicks, 
he  says  that’g  a  good  idea...,.  " 

"Squealer l "  Mike  snarled,  starting  tip.  "Sym 
Ashley’s  good  as  squealed  on  me.  He  seen  me  get  two 
hundred  pounds  down  at  Me Ivor’s  that  day  we  was  in 
Bridge ville,  blast  himt  And  the  police  found  out?" 

"Might  be  they  never  would  of  found  out,  only 
the  sugar  wasn’t  paid  for.  Hicks,  he  goesto  Me Ivor’s 
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at  Bridgeville,  and  soon1  a  the  old  lady  seen  him,  she 
comes  running  out  from  the  counter,  and  she  says,  *When»s 
that  Mike  Olenski  coming  back?  Went  off  owing  me  a  mighty 
big  bill,*  she  says.  *T«o  hundred  pounds  sugar  he  never 
paid  for,  and  a  heap  of  other  things  too.1" 

"The  dirty — - — - l  I  always  paid  her  some  time, 

when  I  got  it.  Lots  of  them  don*t.f! 

"Searched  the  shack,  too,  Hicks  did,"  Dizzoli 
went  on.  "Found  that  bottle  Obadiah  drank  out  of.  She  was 
right  smack  in  the  middle  of  the  table  where  you  left  her.” 

”Dlzzl  Couldn*t  you  of  done  nothing  for  a  fellow? 

"I  didnft  know  you  left  the  bottle,”  Dizzoli 
whined.  ”Don»t  prove  nothing  anyways.” 

’Dizz,”  Mike  whispered,  "they1 11  hook  me  sure.” 

Dizzoli  looked  up  at  him  out  of  his  burning  eyes. 

”lt  ainft  so  long  they  know  about  the  sugar. 

Hicks,  he  goes  all  up  and  down  the  line  before  he  thinks 
of  Mclvor'a,  Lots  of  people  mak<  s  moonshine.  And  anyways, 
he  aln!t  got  the  goods  on  you.  '  ow 1 11  he  khow  you  gave 
Obadiah  the  moonshine?  Dead  men,  they  don’ t  talk.” 

"Sym  knows,”  Mike  said,  very  low. 

A  sudden  breeze  fanned  the  flames,  so  that  they 
swept  upon  a  fresh  dry  log  with  a  dry  crackling.  There 
was  a  rus  Lng  sound  of  leaves  in  thaL  high  high  branches 
above,  while  a  damp  evening  coolness  stole  into  their 
little  glade.  Dizzoli  moved  closer  to  the  fire,  but  Mike 
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continued  to  sit  quiet  and  tense,  staring  out  into  the 
shadowy  trees,  with  too-bright  ©yes  that  were  never  still, 
"Sym’s  all  right,'1  Dizzoli  said  at  last, 
cautiously, 

Mike  sprang  to  his  feet  with  an  oath,  and  stood 
looking  down  over  the  flames  at  the  other  man.  His  hair 
scattered  about  in  untidy  locks,  and  thick  reddish  stubbel 
stood  out  on  his  jut  .;ing  chin, 

"Don’t  be  sore,  Mike,  What  are  you  sore  about?" 
Dizzoli  said,  cowering. 

"You  blasted  fooll"  Mike  stormed,  "Took  my 
letter  to  Sym.  Now  he  knows  where  I  amt" 

"H  e  won’t  say  nothing,  Mike.  An!  Hicks  would  of 
thought  of  the  sugar  himself." 

"Yeah,  I  know,**  Mike  clenched  and  uncle  no  bed 
his  hands ,  "But  I  been  thinking  and  thinking.  Ill  the  time 
I  was  in  the  coop,  1  was  thinking." 

"it’s  bad  for  a  man  to  be  thinking  like  that." 

" I  never  got  a  break  in  my  life/*  Mike  said 
bitterly,  "ill  because  of  Ashley’s.  Since  they  came 
into  this  country,  nothing’s  been  right  for  us..... Him  and 
his  woman."  Mike  spat  into  the  fire.  "Took  the  hay land, 
she  did.  Then  Ashley  comes  back  and  takes  the  farm  too. 

You  think  I  gets  a  break  with  Gus?  Worked  me  worse ’ n  a 
dog  for  a  few  bucks  that  look  sick  when  you  try  to  buy 
anything,  even  work  o  lathes." 
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" H© 1  s  the  devil  to  work  for.  I  couldn’t 
stick  him.  Dizsoli  faked  at  the  fire  with  a  stick. 

"Then  I  got  to  get  money  some  way,'8  Mike  said 
desperately,  “when  I  know  l*m  going  to  get  stuck  about  the 
beaver.  And  then  Sym  buttw  in.  He  sees  Obadiah  getting 
drunk  on  ray  bottle.  Then  he  plays  a  tricky  game  and  wins 
all  the  money  off  me  30  I  got  to  go  to  the  coop." 

"He  ain’t  never  told."  Dizsoli  sounded  hopeful. 

Mike  sat  down  by  the  fire  again. 

"He  won’t  give  me  a  break,  you*  11  see.  110*11 
be  waiting  to  see  me  turn  up,  and  squeal  on  me.  I  never 
squealed  on  nobody.  I  never  squealed  on  you,  Dizz. 

^He  won*t  squeal,  Mike." 

"He’s  got  me  V1  Mike  said.  "He’s  got  me  l  We  have 
another  fight,  and  he  *11  squeal. 81 

"You  can  hide  out  here,”  Diszoli  suggested. 

"Yeah,  Nobody  can  find  me  here.  I  know  this 
country  like  my  right  hand.  Hvery  tree.  I  trapped  here 
when  I  was  a  kid.  Like  to  see  Hicks  andthem  find  me  here." 
Milae  glanced  around,  eyeing  a  half -hidden  trail  leading 
into  a  grove  of  spruce.  "But  what’s  the  good,  Dizz l  I 
want  to  have  a  homestead..  ...Go  to  town  sometimes  and  have 

a  beer . Without  Sym  Ashley  to  tell  me  off . I  don*t 

know.  That  guy . His  wife  couldn’t  stand  him.  Ily 

mother  stood  my  old  man,  and  he  was  a  heller!  Get  drunk. 
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and  he  *  d  up  with  a  horse -whip  or  anything*  But  s  ober,  h© 

was  all  right.  ••••A  woman  could  stand  him*  But  Sym . 

Drunk,  he*s  0*11.  Sober,  no.  Sraick  up  on  me  and  Obadiah 
like  a  snake.  Pulls  a  tricky  gam©  with  a  new  deck  of 

cards . " 

"Lucky  Strike." 

"And  that  stuck-up  Poppy. ...  .Acted  like  I  was  a 
lizard  when  the  slides  was  showing . Thinks  she  *s  too 

good  for  me 

Dizzoli  moved  to  take  the  tin  from  the  fire,  for 
the  water  was  boiling  over  with  a  steamy  sizzling  on  the 
flames.  He  took  a  package  of  tea  from  a  grub  box  on  the 
ground • 

"And  at  that  there  trial,"  Mike  went  on,  "Sym 

wouldn»t  help  me.  I  says,  »  Sym . 1  I  says,  when  they 

tells  me  about  the  coop.  I  eouldn*t  ask  Bus.  1  slipped 
up  on  the  job  and  lost  the  papers.  Eut  Sym,  he  could  of 
paid..  He  wins  all  the  money  off  me  and  obadiah.  He  could 
pay  twenty-five  bucks  to  get  me  out  of  the  coop.  Pie  shakes 
his  head  and  goes  cat . 11 

"Where* s  the  mugs?  1*11  make  some  tea.  Then  we 
can  go  fishing.  Fish  are  running  good  right  about  now." 

Mike  chewed  his  nails  feverishly.  "I  get  all  the 
tough  breaks." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  ?"  Dizzoli  asked  fear¬ 
fully. 
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putting  a  handful  of  tea  into  the  hot  water. 

"Dunno.  But  keep  me  in  the  know,  Dizz,  where 
he* a  at,  and  what  he* a  doing*  If  he  can  hold  the  whip  over 
me,  I  can  watch  his  trail  too*” 

■'He^  went  to  Tudor* s  to-night Heard  him  tell 
Romeo  to  se©  to  things  while  he  was  gone.” 

The  men  sat  in  silence  for  a  while.  Then  Mike 


said 


» 


”You  never  told  nobody  where  I*m  at?  Just  Sym?” 
”l  can't  read,”  Dizzoli  said.  "Just  Sym.  ! 
"Maybe  I  could  get  away.”  Mike  dipped  a  tin  tnug 

0-”  vh'i1; 

Into  the  pail  of  tea.  "Mackenzie  valley  or  somet  Ing  way 
down  north.  But  I  ain't  got  the  jack.  Got  any  you  could 
lend  me?” 


” Gue ss  not,  Mik e .' 

Mike  swallowed  &  mouthful  of  scalding  tea. 
*11»  keep  me  in  the  know,  anyways 


CHAPTER  TVi'ENTY-Fiyii1  x. 

"Come  on,  Poppy,  finish  up  them  eggs,”  Lina 
■urged .  "Benny,  get  your  sister  another  cup  of  coffee  off 
the  stove  there,  will  you?” 

It  was  Friday  evening,  and  Poppy  sat  at  the 
kitchen  table  having  a  meal  after  the  long  ride  hone  on 
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horseback  from  Bear  Trap.  Benny  had  curled  up  in  the  chair 
beside  tor,  nibbling  a  cookie.  But  he  scrambled  down 
quickly  when  his  mother  spoke,  and  brought  bho  bi^  grey 
pot,  carefully  pouring  out  a  cup  of  coffee.  The  girl  smiled 
at  him  as  to  pattered  back  in  his  bare  feet  over  the 
linoleum.  Under  the  bright  light  of  the  gas  lamp,  there  was 
such  happiness  in  her  look  that  Lina  stopped  sewing,  eyeing 
her  speculatively. 

"How  was  that  dinner  party  at  Tiidor's?"  she 
asked,  licking  her  finger  to  make  a  knot  ^afc  the  end  of  her 
thread.  "He  told  me  to  was  having  you  and  Olga  over." 

"It  was  last  night,'5  Poppy  answered  eagerly. 

"I  -  I  liked  it  fine." 

"Who  all  was  there?  Just  you  and  Olga?" 

"ko.;?  The  girl  looked0 uneasily.  "Mother . 

8  ym  was  t  he  re .  and  t  ommy  •  It  wasn't  t  ho  poo  1  -ha  11, 
bother." 

Lina  arranged  a  patch  on  the  back  of  a  shirt  of 

Benny's  in  her  lap. 

"That's  all  right.  Veil,  won't  you  tell  us  about 
it?  What  was  it  like?'1 

"Where  did  everybody  sit?"  Benny  asked,  curling 
his  bare  feet  under  him  as  he  sat  down  beside  tor. 

Poppy  s  t  down  her  cup,  with  a  warm  smile  for 

ber  brother. 

"Well,  Tudor  vns  like  at  this  end  of  the  table. 
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and  Sym  at  that  end.  I  sat  here,  next  to  Sym,  and  Olga 
beside  me,  and  Tommy  over  there,  looking  at  us.“ 


2. 

Tom  7  brought  in  a  dish  of  steaming  stew  from  the 
kitchen  and  set  it  an  the  table. 

“There  *s  something  about  lamplight . .  * .  .** 

“ Oh,  it  »s  such  a  pretty  lamp,  Mr.  Folkes Olga 
tilted  her  dark  head.  She  had  pink  bows  in  her  hair,  and 
the  older  men  ami  led  at  her  approvingly.  But  the  boy 
watched  Poppy  instead .  He  seated  himself  opposite  her, 
his  clear  honest  eyes  on  her  face «  She  looked  down  shyly 
at  her  plate . 

3. 

wvvha*:  did  everybody  say.  Poppy?”  Benny  asked. 

Lina  paused  in  tier  basting.  The  girl  leaned 
her  elbows  on  the  table,  her  dark  eyes  soft  and  dreamy. 

'it  was  nice .... .Olga,  she  talked  about  books. 

.  Folkes  has  ailkinds  of  books,  just  everywhere  you  look. 
And  Olga  kept  locking  at  this  one  and  that  one,  and  taking 
out  books  and  'putting  them  back.” 

“Was  Mr*  Folkes  mad?"  Bonny  asked,  rllleck,  at 
school  we  can't  look  at  books.  Miss  Feathers  one,  she 
gets  mud.  and  throws  the  chalk,” 
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"No,  Tudor  wasn’t  road/  Poppy  said  happily. 

'’H*  talked  ab out  ships*  He’s  got  ships  hanging  from  the 
ceiling,  and  he  took  Tommy  over  and  showed  him . ?s 

"Ships  I  Gee  whizz •"  Benny  looked  up  in  wonderment. 
"What  about  you?"  Lina  asked,  glancing  up  from 
her  sewing.  "Didn’t  you  say  something  too?" 

K*w ,  I  , 

Yes.  I  *  I  talked  to  Gym.  After  supper,  Sym 
and  I  went  out  to  the  kitchen  and  mad©  the  tea  ready.  Tie 
had  after-dinner  tea,  Bother.  Tudor  said  it  should  be 
coffoee,  but  they  all  liked  tea  better*" 

"And///. . .what  did  you  and  Sym  talk  about?" 

"Oh,  school . and  Benny. . ...  . ff 


4. 


" Now  Gym,  yon  can  brew  up  a  good  cup  of  tea,  1 
know  you  can."  Tudor  pushed  his  chair  back  from  the  table, 
throwing  his  napkin  down  in  an  untidy  heap.  "Go  and  help 
him.  Poppy*  You  know .  tbo  woman’s  touch. . .  *  .Lika  to  see 
my  ships.  Tommy?  That  ’«  a  mighty  fine  model  right  there. . . 

Poppy  hesitated  at  the  doorway .  Olga  held  a 
heavy  book  on  her  ar  ,  and  lo3t  in  some  treatise  on 
the  Greek  wars . 

"You’re  not  shy  of  me,  are  you.  Poppy?"  Sym 
iaked  from  the  kitchen. 


Oh. 


r» 


She  went  to  the  cupboard  and  counted 
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out  cups  and  saucers  on  to  the  kitchen  table. 

tfHo?i*s  school  ana  all  that?"  Sym  put  a  dry  stick 

-||  1  [111  l  B-I II  -  r  . .  '"'I'MiM  ■  .mm  ‘  toxnrnmmi  i .  nnrBM'nM  JS>rt).  ■  I--— •  «■«*».. i  i  ■—.■■■WTttMrim.i 

o  f  kindling  in  the  stove  under  the  kettle . 

%I  don*  t  like  it  very  much. , . ,  .The  sugar  howl'* a 

empty." 

"Up  he  re  in  this  tin. . . .  .How’s ,  Benny?" 

"OH,  Benny* s  such  a_  good  friend  to  bb  ,  dya, 

miss  him  so  much." 

n  Poppy . . .Gouldntt  we  b©  friends ,  too,  you  and 

me?" 

She  looked  up  into  his  hard  face  with  its  sad 

lines . 

" I_*d  like  that Somehow,  she  found  herself 

s  /allowing  back  tears  . 

“ T he  ke 1 1 le  * s  si ng i i y; . “  Syr,  lifted  it  from  the 
fire .  "Is  the  tea  in  t he  got?" 

"gym. 

Fe  filled  the  tea-pot  and  set  ~th<6  ten  to  steep. 
“What  is  it?" 

“Did  you . .  to  go  away  that  last  ti  me ?“ 

They  looked  at  each  other  with  trouble^  eyes . 

" Ye a ,  I  did.  Poppy.  2  had  to  do  it*  It  was 
better  for  y  ou  to  have  him  bring  you  up  alone,  than  for 
US  to  bo  fighting  over  yon.  I  know  it  was  hard  on  her. 

Po-T  v.  But  mv  kind  of  life  «s&feldn*t  do  for  her,  or  for 

Af-  .1  n  V-  ---  --  ..Vi..  — — —  •— *  
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you  either*  You  got  £  good  clean  bringing  up«« .  # . rl 

Mother  *3  good,  3ym.  She  is .  Everything*  a  ni ce 

at  home ,  V.o  got  a  sink,  and  everything*  Only . ?? 

"You  need  me  too,  Poppy,”  he  pleaded,  UI  could 
ta Ik  to  you  here  in  town  so  you  wouldn»t  be  so  lonely. 


5. 

“Did  you  say  I  was  a  good  boy?”  Benny  demanded. 
“Oh,  yesl"  Then  catching  her  mother *s  glance, 
she  addedquickly.  “And  Tommy  wiped  the  dishes.  I  washed, 
and  Olga  put  away." 

Lina  smiled,  breaking  off  a  fresh  piece  of  thread. 
"Tommy* s  a  nice,  clean -looking  boy.  Gus  done  a 
good  job  by  him." 

"  other l "  Benny  interrupted  suddenly.  "  I  forgot 
to  put  my  pigeons  in.  The  cat  *11  get  them!'1 

"Land* s  sake,  son.  You  do  give  anybody  a  turn. 

Go  and  put  them  in,  then.  And  Benny l  How  come  you  tear 
all  your  dlothes  across  the  back?" 

"Getting  the  ball  under  the  fence.” 

"You  tear  another  shirt,  and  you  can  go  to  school 
ragged." 

Eis  gay  laugh  rang  out  as  he  skipped  across  the 

floor  • 

How.  can  I  reach? 


"Gome  and  help  me.  Poppy i 
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I  can*t  roach  to  the  roof." 

‘Go  ahead,  '  Lina  sighed.  "He'll  never  get  to  bed 
if  you  don't  help  him." 

Toppy  out  after  the  little  boy  into  the  coolness 
Of  the  night.  A  fow  large  stars,  cold  and  brilliant, 
shone  in  the  sky.  The  light  from  the  window  glowed  warmly. 
In  the  twilight,  the  wild  roses  could  not  he  seen,  but 
their  sweet  perfume  filled  the  air.  Benny  caught  her  by 
the  hand  and  led  her  down  the  path  to  the  granary  where 
tv«o  white  birds  were  roosting  on  the  dark  ro of* 

"We  got  to  put  the"  inside  and  shut  the  door," 

Benny  told  her.  "That  blamed  orango  cat,  she  got  my  other 
bird." 

The  creatures  stirred  and  cooed  softly  when  Poppy 
put  her  hands  out  t©  take  them  off  their  perch.  She 

lifted  them  c  -  iown  to  r  y  one  at  a  time. 

"Don't  they  nice  in  your  ' c .Poppy, 

Jay's  home.  He's  up  at  Snake  she  ad  Hill.'1 

"Beanyl"  he  hooked  uo  the  door  with  shaking 
fingers • 

"he’s  go ‘ ng  lo  Treaty.  Ar; os  and  Sammy's  going 
too,  andxne , 

"Did  Mother  say  you  could?1 

"Mot  yet*  She  don't  even  know  about  Jay.!? 

T  hey  wa  Ike  d  a  lo  v,  ly  t  ov  arda  L  lie  hous  e  . 
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” Shall  I  tall  him  someth  ing?"  he  whispered® 

She  stopped  for  a  moment  in  th©  darkness  with 
her  hand  on  Ills  shoulder. 

" Ho,  Benny. ...  .no*  And  don’t  tell  anything  to 
anybody.  Gome  on#  l©t*s  go  in  now.,r 

"By  the  way,  did  you  bring  the  coffee  and  sugar?” 
Lina  asked  when  they  entered. 

Eer  daughter  looked  up  in  blank  dismay, 

" Poppy 1  Why  do  you  always  forget  things?” 

"Mother I’m  sorry.” 

"Bring  In  a  pail  of  fresh  drinking  water,  will 

you?  I’m  that  parched  for  a  cool  drink . And  Benny, 

off  tc  bed  with  youl  : 

Lina  took  so  me.  torn  coveralls  from  the  kitchen 
line  while  oppy  wont  cut  as  silently  as  she  had  com©  in. 
Like  an  Indian,  h  r  mother  thought,  shaking  her  head  over 
her  mending,  j&toi ,  blub  watched  the  girl  doing  the 
dishes,  her  eyes  shrev/d  and  t.  oughtful. 

"Popjy,”  she  began  abruptly,  ”1  want  you  to  tell 
yie  301  et  ing.  You  seen  Jay  at  all  this  winter?  The  other 
day  I  heard  tell  be  was  in  town  one  time  at  a  dance.” 

'hie  was  in  town,”  the  girl  answered  casually. 

,:I  did  see  him.  Mother.  Everybody  did.  He  was  at  the 

Valentine  dance . Lb  danced  with  Olga . . .  You  know 

about  the  trial.  Old  Bill  got  raxed  up  in  i$,  Tudor  says, 
and  Jay  went  there . He»g  got  a  woman  in  the  north. 
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so  they  say....."  Poppy  took  the  kettle  from  the  stove 
and  carefully  scalded  the  heavy  white  plates*  "l  forgot 
to  tell  you,"  she  went  an  rapid ly,  "at  the  dinner  party, 
Tudor  told  our  fortunes  in  the  tea-cups.  I*m  supposed 
to  he  taking  a  trip,  and  Olga’s  working  in  mud  up  to 
her  knees." 

"Seems  like  it  was  quite  a  party I” 

"And  Tommy  a3ked  me  to  go  to  Treaty  with  him* 

That  is,  if  it’s  all  right  with  you." 

"  It » s  perfectly  all  right  with  me  if  you  go  to 
Treaty  with  Tommy.  I’m  glad  to  see  you  taking  up  with  a 
decent  man.  When  I  think  of  that  Dizzoli  and  hike  in 
town. .....By  the  way,  what’s  happened  Mike  sine©  the 

trial  ,  anyways?" 

•  "Nobody  round  town  bears  a  to  it  him." 

"Poopy,  there* s  something  else  I  want  to  talk  to 

you  about . 

The  girl  took  a  dish -towel  from  the  line  and  turned 

to  her  mother* 

"I  aeon  To  uiy  in  town,  and  I  talkedto  him."  Lina 
s lasted  at  a  ragged  trouser-leg  with  the  shears.  " I 
fig ge rod  1  had  a  right  to  know  why  a  young  man  would  he  so 
thick  with  my  d&ug  iter.  Tommy  could  see  that,  you  don’t 
need  to  look  so  mad.  .my  decent  man  would  see  why  a 
mother  would  want  to  know ...... .im  Tommy  told  me  right 
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out  his  intentions  is  to  marry  you  so®  hay,  though  he 
never  salt!  nothing  to  you  about  it  yet.” 

"Mother  2  You  asked  him. . . . , .  .that  J 

"I've  every  right  to  know,  what  with  you  just 

seventeen,  and  miles  off  in  that  dump  of  a  town . .And 

I  must  say  I  like  Tommy  just  fine.” 

"But  Mother ...... .1  think  I ’m  too  young  yet  to 

be  tiiinklng  ©f  getting  married,” 

Lina  looked  thoughtfully  at  her  daughter. 

tf0h,  I  don’t  know.  I  was  only  eighteen . And 

you  keep  beefing  about  going  on  to  school.  What  cl » you 
figger  on  doing  next  year  if  you  don’t  get  married?  You 
don’t  want  to  go  out  working  for  some  crank  of  a  woman, 
do  you?" 

Poppy  wrung  the  dish-towel  in  her  hands. 

"But  1 5 ''ii  not  sure  if  I  car"  abo  t  him.. . I 

mean,  I  don’t  know  if  re»d  be  happy." 

“Most  marriages  ar  h’t  happy,"  her  mother  told 
her.  "You  may  as  well  take  ycur  chance  when  it  comes." 

"Don’t  you  think  the  folks  round  bore  are  happy? 
"I  was  speaking  of  decent  white  folks l  You  - 
wouldn’t  want  to  end  up  married  to  one  of  the  Panachuk’s 
would  you?  And  what  else  is  there  in  t  is  country  but 
breeds?  At  least  with  Tommy  you’&  have  a  chance  for  a 
docent  life,  with  everything  paid  for  and  money  in  the 


. 
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'Dank.  H©*s  a  nice  clean  boy  with  a  chance  to  get  ahead*.*, 
.ell,  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 

I  d on 1 1  know , . . . .  jus t  yet...... .Mot her,  c ouidn  * t 

I  just  stay  home  next  year?  I  could  help  you.'1 

11  Hm,  youfd  find  it  pretty  dull  here  after  living 
in  town.  Anyways,  you  *  a  have  to  make  up  your  mind  on©  way 
Dr  another.  ’ 

Poppy  turned  back  to  the  dishes  in  silence. 

'h.e  11,  you  see  you  treat  him  nice,  Lina  warned • 

? You*  11  not  find  a  better  man  than  him.'1 


6. 

Syiu  Ashley  was  surprised  to  hear  a  knoc£  at  the 
dor.  lie  sat  alone,  playing  solitaire  under  the  light  of  a 
green-shad  oc  lamp  at  the  back  of  the  pool  hall.  The  clock 
iad  just  struck  the  hour  of  eleven,  and  in  the  little  town 
this  Sunday  night,  there  wa  no  sound  of  horse  or  wagon, 
dp  even  of  footsteps,  "'hen  the  knock  came,  Sym  got  up, 
shrow  his  cigarette  but  on  the  floor,  and  ground  it  out 
under  his  heel.  Taking  an  imposing  b  mch  of  keys  from  his 
pocket,  ho  got  the  door  Open  wit  ttle  and  noise. 

::,To.m  out  of  the  darkness,  his  daughter  slipped  inside. 

rt?oppy!,f 

11  Sym . I  must  talk  to  you." 

K©  clanged  shut  the  heavy  door,  and  took  her  gently 


by  the  arm. 
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"Gome  in,  over  here  by  the  light  where  X  can 

see  you.” 

"I  shouldn’t  have  come .... .like  this..... It’s  so 

late  0n 

"  I  like  yon  to  come  any  ti me." 

He  sat  down  opposite  her,  his  brilliant  dark  eyes 

full  of  concern. 

MSym, ..... .1  don’t  know  what  to  do.,f 

lie  reached  for  a  fresh  cigarette  from  his  pocket, 
lighting  it  deliberately,  waiting  for  her  to  go  on. 

"3yro . .Mother’s  been  talking  to  Tommy*  She 

jumped  him  ibout  going  out  with  mo,  and  he...,,  he  told  her 

his  intention  was  to  marry  m . . ’ 

Her  father  pat  a  hand  on  her  shoulder.  “Well9” 

Kow  rdoe  ae  is,  she  thought.  I_  shou Id  have  come 
to  him  before .  ever  so  often,  Aloud,  she  said,  "But  Sym, 

I  don’t  know  whether  I  want  to.  And  I  just  don’t  want  to 
go  on  to  school.  >  y  ,  I  can’t  stand  it."  She  looked  for¬ 
lornly  up  at  him.  "I  just  don’t  know  what  I  want." 

"Are  you  sure?" 

She  looked  away  from  him. 

"And  Mother  doesn’t  want  me  at  home." 

"hv.osense.  Lina  Isn’t  going  to  make  you  marry 
some  man  yoi  don’t  want."  Ho  spoke  defiantly,  but  his  eyes 
were  brooding. 
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"She  thinks  I  ought  to  marry  Tommy  while  1 
have  the  chance.  3he  doesn’t  want  me  at  home ,  "  Poppy 

Insisted* 

"Why  not  ?" 

She  said  slowly,  "Mother’s  afraid  that  if  I  stay 
home.  Jay  will  come  back,  and  I  might  be  seeing  him  again." 
She  was  surprised  at  the  words  as  she  said  them.  S  he 
saw  her  father’s  concern  for  bor« 

"Poppy,  life’s  much  of  a  garble,  hut  there’s 
some  chances  it  don’t  pay  to  take. ...... I  don’t  aim  to 

jaw  you,  but  Tommy’s  a  swell  kid.  You  don’t  half  know 

him  yet.  Tudor  done  lots  in  raising  him*. . Couldn’t 

you  com®  back  to  echo!  just  for-  another  year?" 

j  '•  r  -  i  •  f 

"X  hats  school," 

"l  know . But  Poppy,  maybe  1. ,  r  ye  ~.v 

things  ’ll  look  different  again.  You’ll  grow  up  some,  and 
you'll  change . r 

"Will  I,  3yr.-?  Do  you  really  think  so?" 

"Of  cours  you  will," 

" I  go t  so  ] lone s io k ,  I ym .  Mo t he r  s ays  that  »s 
just  babyish." 

"Well. . I’m  here*  You  can  cone  and  talk  to 

m©  whenever  you  get  lonesome." 

"Sym,  you’re  wonderful  to  cone  to.  I  feel  so 
much  better.  1  wish  I’d  come  before,  only  X  never  felt 
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like  I  knew  you.* 

‘But  what  arc*  you  going  to  do?" 

“I’ll  think  about  going  back  to  school.  maybe  it 
wouldn’t  be  so  bad.  ?! 

"You  could  gat  a  better  place  to  stay,5'  her 
father  suggested.  "The re* s  that  Mrs.  Orossfield  just  roved 
in  to  town,  hhe’s  a  real  nice  woman,  and  Tudor  wan  saying 
3io£)  thinks  she  Td  like  to  take  a  couple  of  echo  1  girls  for 
the  winter  so  she  can  work  in  the  Post  Office. ' 

"That  would  be  nice,  if  Olga  and  me  can  both  go." 

"Veil,  young  lady,  it’s  high  tine  you  were  getting 
along.  I1 11  just  step  down  the  lane  with  you.  It’s  a 
mighty  dark."  1%  took  out  his  keys, 

"D ' you  mind  if  I  cone  in  again  some  time  this 
week?" '  she  asked  timidly. 

Ho  took  her  nun  as  they  went  out  into  the  street. 
,!You  must  surra.  Hew  mint  me.  I’ll  he  waiting. 

, ...km ,  black  as  the  ace  of  spades  to-night." 

Tk.'"  hoard  t . ;.iet\e  of  a  train  in  the  distance, 

rad  the  heavy  s ound  of  the  approaching  locomotive. 

"Thera’s  our  new  freight  -train,”  3ym  remarked. 
r Goes  with  the  new  station  they* re  building •  We » re  to 
yet  freight  now  twice  a  week  instead  of  onco .  iulte  a 

ji  e t  r opo  li a ,  hear  Trap  is . ,f 

They  crossed  the  shadowed  lane  to  the  bakk  door 
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of  tli©  shop.  Behind  the  heavily  curtained  glass 
portion  of  the  door,  a  dim  light  was  burning.  At  the 
sound  of  their  footsteps,  Mrs.  Ferguson  drew  back  the  cur¬ 
tain,  opened  the  door,  and  exclaimed  in  disapprovals 
M0f  all  the  hours  to  be  coming  home,  I  do  declare  1 " 

"Quite  all  right,  Ma’am.  It's  only  her  dad  that’s 
bringing  her." 

"What  do  you  mean,  frightening  a  boyd 


asked  in  a  kindlier 

this  younger  generation  is  coming  to  is  beyond  mei" 

"Don’t  be  too  hard  on  my  girl,"  said  Sym.  "Not 
but  what  I  don’t  think  you’re  doing  a  good  job  with  her. 
You  are,  and  I  thank  you  for  it.  Well,  good -night." 

As  Mrs.  Ferguson  watched  him  go  off  into  the  dark, 
she  -shivered.  "Black  as  the  inside  of  a  squaw’s  pocket," 
she  muttered,  closing  the  door  with  a  bang. 

Sym  went  slowly  down  the  un lighted  street,  brooding 
on  this  unexpected  visit  from  his  daughter.  He  could 
hear  men  shouting  at  the  station  where  they  unloaded. 
Lights  bobbed  about  there,  but  not  a  star  shone  in  t  he 
sky,  and  the  clouds  seemed  to  hang  heavily  close.  At 
the  door  of  the  pool  hall,  he  got  out  his  keys,  but  the 
door  swung  inwards  before  tie  had  turned  the  key  in  the 
lock.  A  slight  push  and  It  fell  open.  A  gleam  of  light 


from  the  back  shone  on  his  face,  and  then  flicked  out. 


There  was  a  groping  sound  on  the  floor, 

"Who  is  it?rr  3ym  asked,  moving  towards  the 


light  switch. 


The  green -shaded  light  snapped  on.  There  was  no 
one  in  sight.  The  till  stood  open.  Syxn  looked  about  him, 
warily.  Then,  for  just  a  split  second,  he  saw  on  the  floor 
under  the  pool  table,  the  shadowed  ugly  face  of  Mike 
Olenski.  He  had  a  drawn  revolver  in  his  hand.  A  shot 
sounded,  and  Syo.  crumpled  where  he  stood.  At  once,  Mike 
scrambled  to  his  feet,  and  picking  up  a  ball  from  the  pool 
table,  flung  it  at  the  lamp,  smashing  it  with  a  crash  and 
the  sound  of  breaking  glass.  Dashing  to  the  back  door, 
he  escaped  into  the  night.  A  few  minutes^  later,  the 
whistle  blew,  the  bell  clanged,  and  the  freight-train 
moved  forward,  gathering  speed  and  momentum,  moment  by 


moment • 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY-SIX 

Along  the  road  be tween  Bear  Trap  and  Bridgaville,  an 
unusual  amount  of  traffic  moved  in  each  direction*  Oars 
and  trucks  veered  to  pass  slow-plodding  teams;  horse-hack 
riders  pulled  shying  horses  into  the  ditch.  Clouds  of 
dust  rose  under  the  turning  wheels,  and  from  the  heavy 
hoofs.  The  little  cemetery  between  the  two  towns  lay 
quiet  again  under  the  June  sky.  There  was  time  for  grass 
to  grow  over  the  new  dark  mound  now  heaped  with  dying 
bouquets  of  flowers. 

Lina  turned  her  team  to  the  road.  Her  light  rig 
rattled  lightly  over  the  bumps. 

"Well . I  done  my  duty . Sit  still,  son!  Quit 

wriggling,  or  you’ll  go  flying  head-first  on  to  them  rocks 
in  a  minute." 

Benny  sat  up  straight.  "Wasn’t  there  lots  of  people J" 

"People . We’ll  be  eating  dust  clear  to  town . 

Now  what’s  this  coming?  Wet  over,  Racer i  Steady  Salt" 

She  pulled  sharply  on  the  lines  as  Racer  reared  in  the 
traces  and  Sal  laid  back  her  ears.  A  huge  red  truck  roared 
past  them  with  honking  horn,  while  a  boy  sitting  beside  the 
driver  put  his  head  out  of  the  window  yelling,  "Yippee t" 

"Blasted  fools!"  Lina  yelled,  shaking  her  fist.  In 
the  choking  mist  of  dust  she  spoke  to  her  horses  above  the 
noise  of  the  retreating  truck.  They  stood  trembling. 


Benny  laughed  aloud.  "  .hat  are  you  laughing  at?"  Grinning, 
she  cuffed  him  on  the  side  of  the  head.  "You’re  some  help, 
you  are!  Racer 5  Salt  Get  goingl" 

At  Bear  Trap,  Lina  found  a  place  to  tie  the  horses  at 
the  hitching  post. 

"Come  on,  Benny.  You  can  make  yourself  useful  and 
carry  some  things  for  me.  Bring  them  old  shoes  of  mine 
out  of  the  rig.  I  got  to  take  them  to  Tudor  to  get  fixed." 
She  brushed  some  of  the  dust  from  her  rusty  black  skirt. 

"Can’t  we  go  to  Tong’s?1’  ha  demanded,  screwing  up  his 
freckled  nose, 

"With  that  dirty  face?" 

"So  is  yours." 

Lina  Smiled  at  him,  taking  a  grimy  rag  from  her 
sweater  pocket. 

"Sure  is  a  crowd  in  town,"  she  remarked,  wiping  her 
forehead.  "A  person  will  never  get  waited  on." 

On  the  board  walk,  people  stared  at  the  woman  and  the 
boy,  and  fell  back  in  silence  to  let  them  pass.  Lina 
looked  straight  ahead,  striding  with  long  steps,  while 
Benny  skipped  beside  her,  holding  a  shoe  in  each  hand. 

Wong’s  store  buzzed  with  activity. 

"Where’s  that  plunger  you  was  ordering  for  me?"  Lina 
asked,  calling  above  the  heads  of  the  people  Wong  dealt 

If 

with  at  the  counter. 
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He  glanced  up,  bewildered.  Then  he  smiled,  a  trifle 
uncertainly. 

"Oh,  lliz  Ashley!  Ho  come  yet.  I  order.  Ho  come  yet!* 

"What  dfyou  mean,  not  come  yet?  That  order  was  going 
to  go  out  two  weeks  ago.  It  don't  take  that  long.  Did  you 
order  it?*  She  shouldered  her  way  among  the  rough  customers 
to  the  counter,  glaring  dov/n  on  the  little  Chinese  store¬ 
keeper.  "I'd  of  been  a  heap  quicker  if  I  had  of  sent  from 
Radski's  at  Bridgeville,  'stead  of  waiting  on  you," 

"I  sent,  I  sent!"  dong  protested. 

"Sometimes  it  takes  weeks."  Sven  Jensen  spoke  up  from 
the  crowd  in  an  angry  tone.  "Some  of  them  parts  come  clear 
from  the  East." 

Pete  Panachuk  thumped  the  counter  with  his  fist. 

"Miz  Ashley,  dam  tings  takes  time!" 

"Who's  asking  you? . hen  d’you  figger  it'll  come?" 

she  asked,  watching  ong's  nervous  fingers  tying  up  a  parcel 

"Next  train  for  sure!" 

"It's  better  be!  Got  any  wire  screening?"  She  took  a 
slip  of  paper  from  her  pocket.  "I  got  a  few  things  here  I 
need." 

Wong  rang  up  cash  with  furious  vigor. 

"Miz  Ashley! . People ....  .wait. . .  * . 

"I'll  need  some  brown  sugar  and  some  of  these  here  driec 


apples,  too*" 

The  men  about  her  exchanged  angry  looks.  Ek  lifted 
the  lid  of  the  unlighted  heater  and  spat  disgustedly. 

"Now  just  who  does  she  think  she  is?" 

Benny  wandered  about,  tapping  the  soles  of  Lina’s 
shoes  together.  Tine  after  time,  he  returned  to  the  candy 


counter  where  Hose  Hong  weighed  out  scoops  of  gum-drops 
and  licorice  from  the  coloured  mounds  behind  the  glass* 

The  boy  watched  women  good-naturedly  paying  money  for  bags 
of  sweets,  and  handing  them  out  to  their  children*  Evan  a 
big,  tough-looking  man,  unshaven  and  dirty,  said  to  Hose, 
"Here,  Lady,  Gimme  some  of  them."  And  he  tucked  a  bag  of 
licorice  into  his  grocery  box  before  carting  it  outside. 

"BennyS’’  The  boy  hoard  the  impatient  voice  of  his 
mother,  and  ran  to  her  through  the  crowd  to  the  door* 

"Mother t  Couldn’t  we  get  some . " 

"Candy?  1  should  say  not l  You  got  the  idea  my 
pockets  are  plumb  lined  with  pennies*  There’s  berries  on 
trees.  Sat  them.  Hurry  up  now,  we  got  to  catch  Tudor 
before  he  goes  off  home."  She  loaded  him  up  with  parcels 
and  took  the  shoes  out  of  his  hands. 

As  they  stepped  outside,  Gustav  tramped  towards  them 
on  the  board  walk. 
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’’Mr .  Hanson i”  r.inr  moved  a  few  steps  away  from  the 
doorway,  smiling  at  him..  ”1  been  wanting  to  see  you..*.. 
Benny,  dump  them  things  in  the  wagon,  will  you?” 

Gustav  waited,  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his  sleepy 
eyes  on  the  woman  ’ s  dust-grimed  face. 

”Cnat  * 3  this  all  about?” 

’’Bout  time  you  and  me  had  a  talk,  I  should  say.” 

His  mouth  tightened  grimly. 

’’That  so?” 

,r  ith  your  boy  and  my  girl  fixing  to  get  married,...*” 

Gus  shoved  back  his  hat,  no  expression  on  his  big  face, 

”It»s  their  affair.” 

”  Q11.....I  aim  to  treat  the  thing  fair  and  square 
to  help  them  get  started.” 

Gustav  came  nearer,  turasting  forward  his  big  head. 

/I 

”You  don’t  need  to  worry  I  won’t  need  to  treat  my  boy 
right,  Pie’s  city  educated,  and  I’m  giving  him  the  best 
quarter  in  the  country,  ith  buildings .... .Heeds  a  little 
fixing,  but  it ’s  ,  s  good  as  that  filly  of  yours  has  ever 
known • ” 

”Takes  more  than  land  and  a  house.” 

Be  moved  beck,  against  the  store  window,  looking  at 
her  strong  shoulders,  dusty  shapeless  clothes,  and  untidy 
straggling  hair. 
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"Guess  it  does.  You  oan  surely  spare  a  cow  out  of 
that  herd  of  yours •  And  I  hear  you  got  an  extra  team  of 
worses,  fat  and  lazy  up  at  Lily  Lake.  House  fixing's  a 

woman's  job  too.  They  got  to  have  quilts  and  things . " 

tie  laughed  shortly. 

"I  said  I'll  be  fair  and  square,  and  I  will!"  Coldly, 
she  cut  short  his  laughter.  "I'll  see  the  girl  gets  a  cow 
vhen  she  marries,  but  I'm  damned  If  I'm  giving  a  team  of 
dorses  for  your  boy  to  plow  his  own  land.  That's  up  to  you." 

Cars  were  passing  on  the  road  close  to  them,  and  sudden¬ 
ly  Benny  darted  out  from  in  front  of  one,  barely  escaping 
bo  the  walk  in  time. 

"Benny!  For  God's  sake!  You  give  a  person  a  turn!" 

^ina  shook  the  child  by  the  shoulder. 

Ho  pulled  himself  free.  "I  was  Just  beating  Nells." 

"hat's  the  use  of  all  this  silly  talk?"  Gustav  de¬ 
manded  with  a  tinge  of  disdain  in  his  voice.  "They  aren't 
married ,  and  maybe  they  won't  be.  There's  nothing  settled 
fet.  I  can't  stand  here  arguing  ivith  a  woman  in  the  street. 

[  got  things  to  do." 

'The  cars  had  passed  now,  and  Mrs.  Sven  crossed  the 
street  to  them,  holding  her  little  boy's  hand. 

«;;hy . why,  Mrs.  Ashley!  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Hanson." 

Under  the  brim  of  her  neat  black  hat,  kind  grey  eyes 
..ooked  anxiously  at  Lina.  The  big  Swede  smiled,  putting 
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out  his  hand* 

"The  very  one  I  wanted  to  see,  Mrs.  Jansen!  How  are 
you?  And  how* s  the  boy?"  He  patted  Neils  on  the  head, 
"here’s  Sven?  He  was  going  to  meet  me  in  town." 

"He’s  just  in  here  at  Wong’s,  Mr.  Hanson.  I 

"That’s  right.  Shall  we  go  in  and  find  him?  Wait, 
I’ll  get  the  door  open.  Tough  catch  on  it,  Mrs.  Jensen. 
Gome  on,  little  Jens." 

They  went  into  the  store  without  a  backward  look, 
leaving  Lina  and  Benny  standing  in  the  street.  The  woman 
wiped  her  forehead  with  the  back  of  her  wrist..  She  looked 
down  at  the  shoes  in  her  hand. 

"Little  Jens!  Little  Jens ! "  sang  Benny,  hopping 
around  on  one  foot. 

"-Let’s  get  going  down  to  Tudor’s,  There  he  is  now, 
by  his  shop.  Hun  ahead  and  tell  him  I  want  him.  Hurry  up. 
let  going!" 

The  boy  scampered  off.  Slowly  Lina  walked  after  him. 

Tudor  and  Benny  waited  for  her  at  the  door  of  the  shop 
talking  together,  j coolness  had  come  into  the  refreshing 
afternoon  breeze  that  moved  the  spruce  and  trembled  the 
Leaves  of  the  aspen  poplar. 
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"Hello  Lina,"  Tudor  greeted  her*  Pair  of  shoes  is 
it?  Well,  that's  fine.  Let's  go  in,  shall  wa?  I  wasn't 
going  to  open  up  at  all  to-day*  Just  didn't  feel  like  it. 
But  don't  worry,  it's  different  for  you  people.  I  know 
what  a  long  way  you  have  to  come." 

The  little  bell  over  the  door  tinkled  a  welcome  as 
they  entered,  and  Tudor  took  his  hat  from  his  grizzled 
head.  Benny  breathed  deeply,  delighting  in  the  smell  of 
leather  that  pervaded  the  atmosphere.  On  one  side,  about 
the  work  table,  lay  the  things  that  needed  repairing;  on 
the  other  hung  new  saddles,  new  riding  boots,  and  harness. 
With  a  wistful  sigh,  the  boy  put  his  hand  on  the  pommel  of 
a  saddle . 

"Big  crowd ,  eh?"  the  woman  remarked. 

"Sym  had  a  great  many  friends." 

"Though  what  they  ot  that  Brother  Conrad  ranting 
and  raving  around  for,  is  beyond  me," 

Tudor  settled  his  spectacles  on  his  nose,  and  peered 
over  then  at  Lina. 

"Brother  Conrad  means  well,  you  know." 

The  woman  glanced  quickly  at  her  son*  He  seemed  ab¬ 
sorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the  saddle. 
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"Folkes . They  think  it's  Mike  don©  it,  don’t  they?" 

she  murmured.  "Isn’t  that  what  Hicks  thinks?  I  hear  he 
was  pumping  Dizzoii." 

"It’s  hard  to  say.. ...I  don’t  know.  Sym  always  de¬ 
fended  Mike.  I  don’t  se©  what  reason  Mike  would  have . " 

"accept  he  always  was  a  dirty  rat,  even  when  he  was 
just  a  kid." 

"Poor  Mike.  Ee  didn’t  get  much  of  a  chance," 

"Poor  nothing*  I  buried  both  my  men  folks.  I  just 
got  this  one  left,  and  look  at  the  size  of  him." 

"Yes . "  Tudor  seated  himself  at  his  table  with  a 

sigh.  "I  shall  miss  my  good  friend  Sym." 

Lina  suddenly  held  out  her  shoes  to  him, 

"I  figger  they’ll  need  stitohing,  Tudor.  I  was  going 
to  ask  you  if  you  think  they’d  stand  so'iling  again.  I 
could  leave  them  here  a  week  or  so." 

"Let  me  have  a  look  at  them." 

"Can  I  go  tell  roppy  it’s  time  to  get  ready  and  go?" 
Benny  asked,  his  hand  still  gripping  the  pommel. 

"Land  sakes,  Child S  Can’t  you  wait  a  minute?" 

"Lina."  Tudor  looked  up  at  her,  the  fine  shrewd  lines 
appearing  about  his  eyes.  "You  know,  don’t  you,  that 

Poppy  was  very  fond  of  Sym?  This  is  going  to  be . hard 

on  her," 
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"You  talk  like  you  thought  everything  was  my  fault." 

"No,  no,  Lina,  I  was  thinking  of  Poppy." 

"I  know  what  you  mean,"  she  answered,  softening.  "W© 
couldn’t  drag  her  off  to  the  funeral.  She  *  s  cried  herself 
sick  down  there  at  Mrs.  Ferguson’ s, ... .But  the  pool  room 
was  no  place  for  a  young  girl,"  she  added.  "You  can’t  get 
away  from  that." 

Tudor  turned  the  shoos  over  in  his  gentle  hands, 

"1  think  they’ll  stand  soling,  Lina," 

"Mother . Couldn’t  we . "  Benny  looked  longingly 

at  the  saddle. 

"Good  gosh,  how  crazy  do  you  think  I  am?  Money  don’t 
grow  on  spruce  boughs.  Bare  hack’ll  he  good  enough  for 
you  for  a  good  many  years  to  come," 

Tudor  sat  filling  his  pipe,  watching  them. 

"It  seems  to  me  this  young  man  is  getting  to  look  just 
like  his  grandfather.  Don’t  you  think  so  Lina?" 

The  boy’s  face  glowed.  "Do  I,  Mother?  He  was  a  real 
cow-puncher,  wasn’t  he,  I  r.  Folkes?" 

"He  was,  that." 

I  reckon  he  does  look  like  him,"  the  woman  murmured 
faintly,  turning  away  from  Tudor.  "There’s  an  old  saddle 

of  Daddy’s  at  home  we  could  fix  up  for  you,  Son . His 

riding-boots  are  in  the  trunk . You’ll  grow  into  them 

sometime." 
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"Gee  whizz!" 

"Now  run  along  and  tall  Poppy  it’s  time ,  will  you? 
Good  night  Tudor. " 

Tudor  puffed  at  his  pipe,  watching  her  go.  He  turned 
over  Lina’s  worn  shoes,  J f ter  a  while,  he  laid  down  his 
pipe,  and  took  a  large  piece  of  leather  from  the  wall 
beside  him,  singing  softly  to  himself: 

"Cobbler,  cobbler,  mend  my  shoe; 
eave  the  golden  thread  in  so, 

Sparkling  heel  and  buckle  too. 

Milkmaids  trip  to  the  King’s  ball,  oh l 

With  Lord  Laney  I  would  dance . ” 
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CHAPTER  TWENTY- SEVEN 

1. 

Groaning  along  In  second  over  the  tortuous  trail, 
the  big  low  grey  car  lurched  precariously  on  the  stumps 
that  stuck  up  in  unexpected  places,  and  scraped  over  the 
rocks  that  jutted  among  the  tufted  grass  between  the  ruts. 
Tommy  sat  behind  the  wheel.  He  travelled  through  alter¬ 
nate  bursts  of  hot  bright  sunshine  that  glinted  on  the 
windshield,  and  cool  shadows  that  gave  the  grass  a  bluey 
greenness.  The  trees  rustled  in  the  wind,  turning  their 
whitish  sides  upwards,  foreboding  rain.  Overhead,  greyish 
white  clouds  were  piling  up  in  masses  over  a  brilliantly 
blue  sky.  With  a  quick  look  at  his  wrist-watch,  Tommy 
stepped  on  the  gas  as  he  started  up  a  slope.  The  back 
wheels  sprayed  small  pebbles,  and  the  car  rushed  ahead. 

A  large  spot  of  rain  fell  on  the  windshield. 

At  Ashley’s,  he  drew  to  a  purring  stop,  the  car 
looking  sleek  and  strange  beside  the  rail  fence,  himself 
neat  and  civilized  in  his  good  clothes.  From  his  child¬ 
hood  visit,  he  remembered  a  little  log  shack  tucked  away 
in  the  bush,  a  cruce  shelter  upflung  in  the  wilderness. 

The  house,  still  of  logs,  with  a  good  slanting  roof  of 
spruce-bark  and  a  brick  chimney,  now  had  shape  and  hominess 
under  the  old  overhanging  trees.  In  the  wide  barnyard 
fenced  with  new-peeled  rails,  he  noticed  the  new  barn, 
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granary,  and  hog  pens.  Beyond,  lay  a  field  of  young 
wheat  coming  up  like  short  well-combed  green  hair,  showing 
the  earthy  marks  of  the  comb,  dark  between  the  straight 

rows. 

Lina  answered  the  door  when  he  knocked. 

MHello,  Tommy.  We  could  hear  you  coming  a  long 
ways  back.  Poppy’s  getting  ready.  Won’t  you  sit  dovin?” 

He  saw  the  hard  lines  of  her  face  set  in  a  dogged 

determination, 

"Sorry  to  be  so  late.  There’s  a  bad  piece  of  road 
just  past  the  bridge.” 

’’Here,  have  the  rocking  chair, ...  .Well,  it's  still 
a  country  for  horses,  I'd  say.” 

In  the  clean  bright  kitchen,  Lina  sat  down  opposite 
him,  .looking  searchingly  into  his  brown  face  with  its 
honest  grey  eyes. 

”1  -  I  hope  it  doesn’t  rain.”  Tommy  glanced  out 
of  the  window  at  the  banking  clouds, 

”0h,  I  don't  think  so.  Been  looking  like  this  two 
or  three  days  now.  We  get  a  spot  sometimes.  Weather's 
been  unsettled,  like,  all  spring." 

"Mrs.  Ashley . If  Poppy  Doesn’t  care  to  go  out 

like  this  so  soon  af ter. ... .Well,  I'd  quite  understand . 

Lina  flung  out  her  hand,  "Best  thing  In  the 
world  she  could  do.  I  been  telling  her  a  dozen  times. 
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Take  her  mind  off  things,  she's  been  that  upset.” 

"Well,  she  might  not  feel  like  having  a  good  time." 

Lina  looked  up  at  the  closed  door  of  the  bedroom. 

"She'll  be  just  fine . Young  Benny's  went 

already.  Isaiah  took  him  along  this  morning  with  the  kids. 
I  reckon  they'll  be  running  wild. ... .Well,  how's  things 
out  your  way?  Crop  looking  good?" 

"Dandy  so  far." 

"That  reminds  me."  The  woman  shifted  in  her  chair, 
gripped  the  edge  of  the  table  with  hard  knotted  fingers. 

"I  was  talking  to  Gus  the  other  day  in  town....." 

Tommy  coloured  deeply.  "You  know,  there  are  things 
that  I'd  like  to  say,  for  myself,  now,  I  don't  need  any 
help  to  get  started,  Mrs.  Ashley,  I've  got  my  own  team 
of  horses,  and  I  bought  them  with  money  I  earned  myself ! 

I  can  make  out." 

"Takes  more  than  that,  let  me  tell  you." 

"Look  what  you  did,  all  alone,"  he  broke  in.  "And 
I  want  the  satisfaction  of  making  ou£  by  myself." 

"Anl  I  sure  know  what  it's  like,  too.,... You 
may  come  to  see  things  differently  in  time." 

His  steady  eyes  met  her  look  squarely. 

"I'm  afraid  not,  Mrs.  Ashley." 

"You  been  fighting  with  Gus?" 
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MNo,  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  it.  I’ve  always 
had  this  idea.  I  don’t  want  his  help  either.” 

Lina  smiled  grimly*  ”We  can  see  when  the  time 
comes . Got  any  news  from  your  neck  of  the  woods?” 

Tommy  rocked  a  bit,  his  chin  in  his  hand,  his 
elbow  on  his  knee. 

ttI*m  afraid  this’ll  be  a  shock.” 

”Go  on  with  you.’  What  d'you  think  could  shock  me?” 

”It * s  about  Mike. . . . .They  found  him. ” 

”They  figger  he  done  it,  don’t  they?  Well,  I  hope 
he  gets  what’s  coming  to  him.*” 

”He*s  got  it  already,  Mrs.  Ashley.” 

Lina's  eyes  flashed.  ”Did  they  send  him  Outside?” 

”He's  dead . They  figger  he  was  hooking  a  freight 

train  and  fell  down  between  the  box-cars. ... .Got  run  over 
by  all  kinds  of  trains  before  they  found  him..... They  had 
to  shovel. ... .what  was  left  of  him  into  a  coffin.” 

”My  GodJ” 

”That’s  horrible.'”  It  was  Poppy  ?Jho  spoke.  With 
white  still  face,  her  dark  eyes  large  and  dark-circled  as 
though  with  illness,  she  stood  in  the  doorway,  watching 
them  as  they  leaned  together,  staring  at  each  other. 

"Well,  it’s  over,”  Lina  declared,  getting  up. 

"Now  just  quit  thinking  about  the  whole  thing£,  that’s  all 
Poppy.'" 
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Tommy  jumped  up,  going  to  her  with  hands  out¬ 
stretched  in  a  gesture  of  comfort, 

M Poppy 9  I'm  sorry  it  came  out  like  that,**., I  was 
going  to  tell  you  so  someone  else  wouldn’t  blurt  it  out.*.. 
Shall  we  be  going?” 

’’I’m  ready,”  the  girl  answered  tonelessly, 

’’Will  you  be  warm  enough  in  that  coat  to-night?” 
er  mother  handed  the  boy  a  generous-sized  bundle  from  the 
kitchen  table.  ’’Here’s  a  lunch  for  you.  Good-bye.  Have 
a  good  time.” 

Poppy  looked  slowly  about  the  room  with  dark  tragic 

eyes. 

’’Good-bye,  Mother,” 

”We  won’t  be  getting  there  very  soon,”  Tommy  re¬ 
marked  on  their  way  out,  ’’But  maybe  we’ll  see  some  of 
the  sights.” 

She  said  desperately,  staring  before  her,  ’’Why  did 
he  have  to  kill  Sym?  Sym  didn’t  mind  him.  Tudor  said 
that  Sym  always  stuck  up  for  Mike.” 

The  boy  slammed  car  door  and  started  the  motor. 

’’Nobody  can  see  why  he  did  it...., He  must  have 
wanted  to  get  even  for  some  reason.” 

The  car  rolled  smoothly  away  from  the  Ashley  farm. 

’’The  trains  ran  over  hiraJ”  Her  voice  choked. 

’’Look  Poppy . Would  you  rather  not  go  to  Treaty? 
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We  could  just  have  a.  little  picnic  somewhere  down  the 
creek*... .w0uldn*t  you  like  that  better?” 

The  girl  straightened  up  in  the  seat  beside  him, 
her  shining  hair  catching  the  sunlight. 

"Ho. ... .No,  Tommy. ... .Let 1 s  go  to  Treaty,  if  you 
don*t  mind.....” 

As  he  concentrated  on  the  wild  road,  he  felt  the 
intensity  of  her  look. 

’’You’re  being. ...  .good  to  me,”  she  actded  uncomfort¬ 
ably. 


2, 

Grey  clouds  were  piled  up  in  the  sky,  and  the 
smell  of  rain  was  in  the  air.  But  at  the  Treaty  celebrat¬ 
ion,  no  one  seemed  to  notice.  Many  wagons  and  one  or  two 
cars  stood  in  the  fields  and  along  a  fence  line,  while 
hobbled  horses  limped  painfully  about,  cropping  the  deep 
grass.  Young  bucks  in  vivid  red,  blue,  and  green  shirts, 
and  cow-boy  hats,  rode  on  horseback,  straight  and  indiff¬ 
erent,  showing  off  their  skill  to  the  Indian  girls.  The 
sound  of  pounding  drums,  of  weird  monotonous  wordless 
singing,  drifted  on  a  breeze  that  rustled  the  leaves  and 
whipped  at  loose  canvass  of  the  white  tents  pitched  among 
dark  green  trees.  Groups  of  Indians  and  breeds  sat  on 
the  ground,  huddled  together  in  gambling  games,  their 
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women  on  the  side-lines  making  quiet  bets,  and  digging  into 
scarlet  handker chi eves  to  pay  up  when  they  lost.  Old 
squaws  with  cark  wrinkled  faces  and  inscrutable  black  eyes, 
smoked  cob  pipes  and  played  Indian  whist  with  greasy  smelly 
cards.  About  the  booths,  made  roughly  of  poles  with  roofs 
of  branches  on  which  the  leaves  were  beginning  to  die, 
gathered  the  young  people  and  children,  laughing  and 
chattering  while  they  drank  pop  and  ate  ice-cream.  Mrs. 
Knife  boiled  coffee  over  a  camp-fire,  serving  it  in  cracked 
greyish-white  cups.  For  the  most  part,  the  few  white 
people  clung  together,  watching  rather  shyly.  Frank 
Pretty-Man,  a  young  Cree  in  a  blue  suit  and  a  new-looking 
stetson,  arranged  races  for  the  children.  Now  and  then 
a  pistol  barked,  and  Indian  and  white  boys  and  girls,  in 
bare,  or  moccasined  feet,  fairly  flew  over  the  dirt  track, 
trying  for  the  generous  prizes. 

Benny  stood  leaning  against  a  booth  with  a  bottle 
of  orange  crush  in  his  hand,  watching  the  race  of  seven- 
year  old  boys.  Bust  matted  his  fair  curly  hair  and 
streaked  his  face  about  the  mouth  and  eyes.  Mud  stained 
his  grille  blue  jeans  at  the  ankles  as  though  he  had  just 
waded  a  stream  without  bothering  to  roll  up  the  pant  legs. 

"Aren't  you  racing?”  Martha  asked,  slamming  about 
the  booth  beside  an  Indian  woman. 

The  boy  looked  indignant. 
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lips. 


"Little  kids*  race." 


He  lifted  the  bottle  to  his 


Amos  bobbed  out  from  among  the  children  and  arrived 
breathless  at  Benny’s  side. 

"Have  some."  The  white  boy  held  out  the  bottle 
invitingly, 

Amos  shook  his  head.  He  hopped  up  and  down  excited¬ 
ly,  his  black  eyes  dancing  under  a  dark  ragged  forelock 

of  hair. 


"that’s  wrong  with  you?"  Benny  demanded.  Then 
he  tipped  back  his  head,  gulping  down  half  the  contents  of 
the  bottle.  "Darn  good,"  He  swallowed  hard,  wrinkling 
his  nose.  "Won’t  you  have  some?" 

The  Indian  boy  grinned,  shook  his  head,  hopping  a 

.  f  ! 

few  steps  away  from  him. 

"He  must  be  sick,"  Martha  said  from  the  booth 
where  she  was  workin  with  Mrs,  Knife.  Benny  swallowed 
the  rest  of  his  drink  in  a  great  hurry  and  slammed  the 
bottle  down  on  the  counter. 

"C’mon.*"  Amos  cried.  "Race.  Can’t  you  hear 
him?  He  said  eight,  nine,  ten  year  old.  Coming?" 

Benny  listened.  Above  the  noise  of  pounding  drums 
and  wailing  singing,  he  could  hear  Frank  Pretty-Man  saying 
in  Cree  and  in  English  "Boys  eight,  nine,  and  ten  years 
old." 
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^>fhy  didn't  you  tell  me?”  he  gave  Amos  a  mock- 
furious  look*  ’’Now  I  drank  my  pop  and  I  can’t  run.” 

Amos  shrieked  with  laughter  and  ran  off*  Benny 
followed  him  at  a  slower  pace,  feeling  himself  where  he 
supposed  the  pop  to  be  by  now.  At  the  starting  line,  he 
crowded  in  ¥/ith  the  others,  digging  a  good  hold  with  his 
hard  bare  heel  in  the  soft  dirt.  Beside  him,  Zeke  Panachuk 
inched  his  foot  up  in  front  of  the  line,  Amos  crouched 
low.  At  one  end,  little  Pete  Knife  kicked  out  dirt  behind 
him.  The  line  filled  with  ragged  little  Indians  and 
breeds.  At  the  crack  of  the  pistol,  they  were  off,  feet 
flying.  Amos  skimmed  the  ground  like  a  deer,  cutting  in 
ahead  of  Zeke  and  blocking  his  way.  Benny  pounded  after 
him.  As  he  passed  Pete  his  lips  whitened.  He  heard  the 
onward  surging  of  the  children  behind,  and  the  sound  of 
their  running  feet.  Suddenly,  a  strange  Indian  boy  shot 
ahead  of  them  all,  pass sing  Amos  easily  at  the  finishing 
line. 


Smiling  t; rank  Pretty-Man  advanced  with  the  prizes, 
while  Freddy  Knife  held  the  winnter  by  the  arm.  But  Amos 
leapt  upon  the  other  boy,  kicking  and  punching  where  he 
could.  Benny  stood  back  out  of  the  way  with  some  of  the 
others  who  could  hardly  believe  they  had  been  beaten  in 
the  race.  Freddy  gave  Amos  a  rough  push  with  the  flat 
of  his  hand  against  the  child's  mouth  just  as  Jay  came 


395 


sauntering  forward,  Benny  beamed  at  him,  admiring  his 
red  silk  shirt,  his  new  moccasins  brightly  beaded.  Under 
the  shadow  of  his  broad-brimmed  black  hat,  Jay’s  eyes 

gleamed  watchfully, 

”1  was  first.*  I  was  first.*"  Amos  cried,  tears 
flooding  his  big  eyes,  "He  cheated.’1 

**Get  the  kid  away  from  here,’*  Freddy  muttered  to 
Jay,  his  face  darkening  with  anger.  The  Indian  child 
stood  still  in  his  grasp,  composed  as  though  the  whole 
thing  were  happening  to  someone  else.  Jay  held  Amos 
firmly  by  the  cross-piece  at  the  back  of  his  overalls, 
talking  to  him  tea singly  in  Cree,  Frank  came  smiling 
up  to  them,  handing  the  winner  some  money.  The  boy  took 
it,  ducked  his  head  and  spat  in  the  direction  of  Amos,  and 
ran  off.  Amos  squirmed  furiously,  scarcely  grateful  for 
the  fifty  cents  Frank  put  into  his  hand. 

"And  this  boy?"  Frank  asked,  pointing  to  Benny. 

Freddy  nodded.  Benny  looked  wonderingly  at  the 
shining  quarter  the  Indian  handed  him. 

"1*11  get  that  dirty  skunk.*  I’ll  get  himJ"  Amos 
whimpered. 

"Let's  see  what  they're  doing  over  there,"  Jay 
suggested,  motioning  towards  a  wagon  where  a  group  of  men 
raised  their  hands  aloft,  shouting  in  excitement.  He 
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matched  and  listened  for  a  moment,,  Above  the  drum-beats 
and  the  high,  sweet  singing,  Jay  could  hear  what  the  men 
were  saying.  His  eyes  filled  with  laughter, 

"It's  a  louse  and  ant  fight.1’*  He  loosed  Amos 
and  left  the  children.  Benny  ran  swiftly  after  him,  and 
after  a  moment’s  hesitation,  the  other  boy  forgot  his 
quarrel  and  followed. 

Bill  Manydogs  was  the  centre  of  the  excitement., 
he  had  a  piece  of  white  paper  in  his  knotted  dark  hand. 

"Who's  got  an  ant?  Who's  got  a  louse?  Who's 
jot  an  ant?  Who's  got  a  louse?"  He  was  shouting,  almost 
ohanting,  in  Cree,  with  the  rhythm  of  the  drums  that 
oame  from  a  gambling  game  near  them.  His  snaky  locks 
jumped  a^out  on  his  head,  the  many  tight  lines  crinkled 
his  brown  leathery  face.  An  old  Indian  with  a  pocked 
wizened  face,  and  greasy  grey  hair  showing  under  his  cap, 
his  glistening  black  eyes  fathomless,  held  an  ant  lightly 
between  the  thumb  and  forefinger  of  his  grey-brown  hand. 

"Enock-Owns-Six-Horses,  he  got  the  ant.”’  Bill 
cried.  "Where's  a  louse?  there's  a  louse?  Tchukeg,  you 
got  a  louse?" 

A  young  Indian  plunged  a  hand  down  inside  his 
shirt,  while  the  men  hooted  and  jeered.  Tchukeg  grinned, 
c  rawing  forth  a  louse  from  somewhere  on  his  body. 

"Who'll  bet  on  the  ant?  Who'll  bet  on  the  louse?" 
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Bill  chanted,  flourishing  the  paper, 

HMy  fiddle  on  the  anti”  Biggeman,  the  big  breed 
from  the  north  shook  a  violin  in  the  air, 

’’I'm  for  the  louse.*”  Bill’s  eyes  were  covetous 
on  the  instrument,  ”My  bear- trap  on  the  lousei”  He  jumped 
into  the  wagon,  throwing  out  a  trap  with  the  sound  of 
clinking  chain  on  metal,  ”My  lucky  trap,  wins  everything,’” 
Enoch  looked  from  the  ant  in  his  finers  to  the 
louse  in  Tchukeg’s, 

”My  bridle  on  the  ant,”  he  said  softly. 

Bill  looked  worried,  coming  do?/n  to  gaze  at  the 
insects  himself.  Then  he  shook  his  head  decidedly,  ”The 

louse,  ” 

Isaiah  squatted  on  the  ground,  smoking,  with  a 
wa1  on  wheel  at  his  back.  He  looked  into  Enoch’s  old  face, 
and  placed  his  bet  on  the  ant.  Most  of  the  other  men  did 
too,  except  for  Tchukeg,  and  a  young  Indian  named  Whiskey- 
Bottle,  Jack  Knife  wavered  uncertainly  and  finally  bet 
on  the  ant.  Bill’s  face  fell,  and  the  paper  drooped  in 
his  hands. 

”I’m  for  the  louse,”  Jay  declared,  coming  up  to 
him  reassuringly.  ’’You’ll  get  your  fiddle,  you’ll  see.” 

The  old  man  laughed  delightedly,  setting  the 
paper  carefully  on  the  ground.  Everyone  dropped  on 


;« 

. 


'  -■ "  .1 


■ 


■  ' 


398 


hands  and  knees  in  the  dust  while  Enoch  shook  the  large 
ant  on  to  the  paper*  Tchukeg  dropped  the  louse  "beside 
it*  Vith  a  grass  stem,  Bill  pushed  the  two  combatants  to¬ 
gether.  The  men  watched  tensely,  their  faces  nearly  on 

the  ground. 

Benny  and  Amos  found  themselves  shut  out  by  a 
closely-packed  circle  of  bodies,  but  they  squirmed  down, 
Benny  un  er  Enoch’s  arm,  and  Amos  by  Isaiah.  Benny 
watched,  fascinated,  as  the  t¥i*o  tiny  creatures  strove 
with  one  another.  The  ant,  handsome,  shiny  black-and- 
red,  looked  a  so  much  superior  fighter,  with  his  big 
mouth  opening,  and  the  J aws  moving  as  though  they  would 
chew  the  louse  to  pieces.  The  louse,  smaller,  a.  tramp  of 
individual  of  shabby  brown,  seeiaed  always  to  be  on  the 
bottom,  on  his  back.  Their  fine  legs  tangled.  Bill 
nearly  sobbed,  his  eyes  prominent  and  frightened,  Ichukeg 
cursed  In  his  own  dialect,  his  slit-like  ©yes  nearly 
closing  in  his  little  flat  face,  Enoch’s  aged  face  be¬ 
trayed  nothing.  Isaiah  enjoyed  the  scene,  with  Amos’s 
black  eyes  gleaming  from  under  his  arm.  But  Jay  watched 
as  one  who  knows  some  secret.  Beyond  them,  the  drumming 
seemed  to  be  louder,  the  singing  rising  to  a  wild  pitch. 

«I  can  do  better  than  that  J 11  Whiskey  Bottle 
suddenly  burst  out,  diving  his  hand  into  his  own  shirt, 
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the  sweat  standing  out  of  his  brown  face*  "Here's  a  better 
one*’  Tehukeg's  lice  don’t  get  fed  enough}11  He  put  a 
larger  louse  on  the  white  paper.  The  men  argued  hotly 
while  Bill  disentangled  the  first  one  from  the  ant,  and 
brought  forward  the  new  opponent  with  the  grass  stem. 

Benny  thought  he  would  stifle  in  the  crowd,  but  he 
could  not  draw  back.  He  must  see  the  end  of  it  all.  His 
eyes  followed  the  first  rejected  fighter  as  it  crawled  off 
the  paper  and  reappeared  on  Enochs  hand,  disappearing  into 
the  sleeve  of  his  buckskin  jacket.  The  little  boy  looked 
up  curiously  into  the  old  Indians' s  face,  but  there  was  no 
sign  that  he  had  noticed.  Kis  deep  eyes  were  on  the  con¬ 
testants.  The  big  ant,  plunging  like  a  bucking  horse, 
fought  like  a  veteran,  with  the  louse  underneath.  The  ant’s 
antennae  moved  angrily,  Benny  thought,  and  there  was  an 
almost  savage  look  about  the  creature.  The  louse  struggled 
feebly  under  the  weight  of  the  ant's  body.  Jack  Knife  and 
Isaiah  began  to  chuckle,  and  a  smile  flickered  over  Enoch’s 
face.  Then  a  curious  thing  happened.  The  louse  moved  down 
under  the  ant  until  its  own  head  was  even  xidth  the  narrow 
waist.  The  ant  stopped  fighting,  and  writhed  as  though  with 
terrible  silent  agony.  Seeing  this,  Benny  moved  back  a 
little,  a  kind  of  horror  in  his  eyes.  It  was  all  over 
in  a  moment.  The  louse  had  bitten  the  ant  in  two,  and 
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fighter* s  mutilated  body  moved  no  more. 

"They  always  do  that,  every  time,"  Jay  said 

quietly. 

Bill  whooped  for  joy,  and  the  men  got  to  their 
foot,  yelling  and  quarrelling,  Benny  stayed  on  his  knees 
in  the  dust.  Suddenly  he  seized  the  tough  little  louse 
between  his  fingers,  squashing  it  hard,  digging  his  thumb 
nail  into  its  body,  and  wiping  it  off  on  the  leg  of  his 
jeans.  looked  back  at  the  ant*s  body  lying  in  pieces 
on  the  white  paper.  But  Amos » s  dirty  bare  foot  trod  upon 
it,  blotting  it  all  out.  He  gave  Benny  a  shove. 

"Let*g  get  some  ice-cream,"  he  suggested,  tossing 
his  money  from  one  hand  to  the  otter. 

Benny  got  to  his  feet.  Most  of  the  men,  still 
arguing,  moved  off  to  the  gambling  game  where  the  drums 
were ,  With  a  preoccupied  air.  Bill  stroked  the  strings 
of  the  fiddle  with  the  bow .  Jay  inspected  the  fancy  bridle, 
laughing  to  himself. 

"it  *11  look  nice  on  Goldy,"  h©  said  in  Cree. 

"it  sure  will,"  Benny  piped  up. 

Jay  looked  across  at  the  boy,  and  then  beyond 
iim,  and  he  did  not  laugh  any  more.  His  mouth  had  a  bitter 
-wist  as  he  flung  the  bridle  over  his  arm  and  went  away. 

: Jenny  turned,  round  quickly. 

" Poppy i"  he  cried,  and  ran  towards  her,  while 

hnos  hid  behind  the  wagon. 
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She  seemed  so  distant,  standing  there  beside 
Tommy,  that  Benny  stopped  a  little  way  from  hep,  staring 
curiously  at  the  stranger.  Poppy  walked  slowly  to  her 
brother,  putting  a  hand  on  his  shoulder,  touching  a 
scratch  on  his  smudged  cheek. 

"What  goes  on?" 

\  ■  i 

"it  was  an  ant  and  louse  fight.  The  lotis©  bit 
the  old  ant  clear  in  two • "  Benny’s  bright  ©yes  kept  straying 
to  Tommy  while  he  talked. 

"Hello,  Bill."  The  girl  looked  intently  at  the 
old  native  as  though  trying  to  give  him  some  secret  message. 

He  grinned  at  her,  showing  his  brown  teeth. 

"Did  you  win,  Bill?" 

He  held  out  the  fiddle*  Poppy  touched  it  lightly 
with  her  fingers. 

"Thy ,  Bill . .  .That  *  s  Gramp *  s  f  iddle  . . . 

I  always  remember  Granp’g  fiddle,. . You  lost  it  a  long 

time  ago,  didn’t  you?" 

Bill’s  eyes  nearly  disappeared  in  the  lines  about 


them  as  h©  shook  with  silent  laughter. 

"Eiggem&n,  he  s  iy  the  ant  wins.  I  bet  the  louse." 


He  plucked  gently  at  the  strings.  "Benjte  »s  fiddle,’ 

"is  it  really  year  grandfather’s  fiddle?"  Tommy 
asked  with  interest.  “He  was  well  known  all  over  this 


country  for  his  fiddling,  w  sn’t  he?  I’ve  heard  Tudor  say 
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so*'!  He  looked  with  comr  ass  ion  on  th©  battered  instrument, 
"He  got  it  betting  on  the  louse l n  Benny  cried. 

”1  killed  it  dead.” 

“Benny  big  hunter l ”  Amos  squeaked  from  behind 

the  wagon. 

Poppy  remained  silent. 

'bet’s  S°  and  see  the  stick  game,”  Tommy  suggested, 
taking  her  arm. 

. 

“D’you,  know  what?”  Benny  cried,  trotting  beside 
thorn.  ”l  came  in  third  in  the  race  and  got  two  bits.  See? 

And  I  had  lots  of  pop.  It  makes  me  feel  sick,  though. 

» ! 

You  missed  the  horse-races.” 

" I*d  like  to  have  seen  those,”  Tommy  remarked. 
Benny  half  smiled,  but  the  girl  looked  straight  ahead,  her 
fair  blowing  back  in  a  sudden  gust  of  cool  wind.  The  clouds 
ve  were  gloomier,  more  threatening. 

ttilore  comes  Bill  too,  1  Benny  chattered  on.  “He’s 
got  his  fiddle  and  his  trap.  I  bet  he’s  going  to  play  the 
stick  game.”  i 

Biggeman  picked  up  the  drum,  and  banging  it  gently 
with  a  stick,  began  to  sing  the  wordless  song,  low  and 
tweet.  Lon  s  sting  cross-legged  on  the  ground  formed  two 
rows,  facing  eaoh  other,  while  their  women  sat  on  the  side¬ 
lines,  betting,  and  the  crowd  pressed  about  them.  Grinning 
widely,  ill  Manydogs  squatted  beside  Enoch  Owns -Six -Horses . 
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Jay  chose  the  side  of  their  opponents*  With  a  wild  shout, 
Tchukeg  threw  the  peeled  willow  sticks  into  the  middle, 
while  Enoch  took  the  two  worn  bits  of  wood  in  his  hands. 

One  piece  was  deeply  notched,  the  other  smooth*  Eager 
excited  betting  went  on  among  the  players. 

"lie re* a  a  place.  Poppy. Tommy  moved  out  from 
between  two  Indians  and  stood  behind  the  girl.  a’dhat  are 
they  talking  about?'1 

uWe  know  what  they * re  saying, tt  Benny  answered 
somewhat  contemptuously .  He  pushed  his  head  between  two 
men,  and  pummelling  with  his  fists,  wormed  his  way  to  a 

place  beside  Bill. 

Jay’s  scarlet  shirt  mue  a  vivid  spot  of  colour 
t  tong  the  &3?8»  only  at  him.  But  his  half- 

oleapy  eyos  were  upon  Enoch •  Beside  him,  Ehiskey  Bottle 
brought  out  ooiuo  money  i:  m  pocket  in  his  shirt  •  Tchukeg 
took  off  a  beautiful  beaded  belt  and  sat  looking  at  it, 
screwing  up  his  slanting  eyes  at  the  fine  design  done  in 
pale  blue  and  white  and  silver  beads.  An  Indian  with  a 
strong  craggy  face  and  long  black  braids,  toyed  with  a 
tarnished  silver  ring  with  a  bright  green  stone.  The  men 
put  their  b< . t s  in  a  pile  on  one  side,  the  beaded  belt,  the 
one y,  the  ring,  the  fancy  bridle  Jay  had  won.  Bill’s  fiddle 
with  the  bow  tucked  carefully  under  the  strings,  horse - 
blankets,  knives J.  beaded  gloves. 
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And  then  all  the  men  with  Enoch  took  up  th©  song, 
swaying  from  side  to  side,  while  Bigg© man  pounded  th©  drum 
wildly.  Enoch  tossed  the  two  hits  of  wood  in  the  air, 
swiftly  jug  ling  them,  his  old  hands  moving  with  quick 
3urene3S,  throwing  the  hits  of  wood  from  one  hand  to  th© 
other,  interchanging  them,  doing  a  kind  of  rhythmic  dance 
with  his  withered  fingers,  at  once  subtle  and  graceful. 

His  eyes  were  deep  and  unfathomable,  his  face  expression¬ 
less.  The  men  on  Jay’s  side  bent  forward,  watching, 
following  the  notched  piece  of  wood  with  their  eyes, 
while  the  maddening  singing  confused  them.  ,t  last 

i 

Enoch’s  hands  came  to  rest,  closed  and  still.  The  song  and 

the  drumming  died.  Jay  made  a  sign  and  spoke,  and  Enoch 

opened  his  fingers,  revealing  the  notched  piece  of  wood 

in  the  right  hand.  Jay  sm  led,  his  dark  face  lighting 

up.  He  reached  for  one  of  the  peeled  willow  sticks  and 
■ 

stuck  it  upright  in  the  grott  d  before  him.  Poppy  tensed 
in  the  crowd,  waiting  for  him  to  look  up  and  meet  her 
eyes.  But  he  was  as  aloof  as  though  he  were  a  lone.  , 

On  the  sidelines,  the  squaws  unknotted  their  handkerchiefs 
and  clinked  small  change.  Immediately,  the  singing  and 


the  pounding  of  the  drum  began  again. 

Tommy  turned  away  to  get  a  breath  of  fresh  air. 


and  then  looked  back  at  the  game. 
"Looks  like  fun.1. 


'  i 


. 


. 


. 


' 


. 


V  * 


. 

■ 


, 


. 


*  ^  " 0d.fr 

.  It 

- 


;  • 


- 


405 


"if  you  win. "  She  spoke  without  looking  at 
him,  wedged  between  a  young  Indian  woman,  Mary  Fret  ty- 
Boy,  and  .noch’s  wife,  a  gaunt  wizened  squaw  in  black, 
with  white  hair  braided  about  her  grey -brown  face. 

"Which  side  would  you  bet  on  now?"  Tommy  asked. 
Poppy  turned  her  face  towards  him  with  a  sigh. 

!?0h,  I  don’t  know."  She  saw  his  disappointment. 
"Well,  Enoch’s." 

Tommy  showed  his  pleasant  lop-sided  grin. 

"The  old  boy  looks  shrewd  enough." 

Poppy  leaned  against  Mary  Pretty-Boy,  looking  over 
the  heads  of  the  crowd  to  see  the  pile  of  bets.  A  whirl 

of  dust  blew  over  the  ficelle,  again  she  watched  Jay  who 
3\t  motionless,  his  ey  s  on  the  moving  hands.  The  smell 

in  and  of  uni  d  bodies  nearly  overpowered  her. 
r  1 1 vs  loot  true!:  of  the  sticks,"  Shi  .card  Tommy 
::ay  behind  her.  he  n%nched  herself  free  from  her  place 

between  the  two  Indian  women.  ( 

aybe  we  s,,nld  go  eat.....  ith  the  cjiu@,ds  like 
that,  it’ll  be  dark  real  early,  and  then  they’ll  start 

the  dancing . "  Her  voice  faltered. 

"Sure  tiling,"  he  agreed,  "i’ll  get  some  cokes." 
"Benny."  'ith  the  toe  of  her  shoe,  she  touched 
a  small  bare  foot  t'_  v.  showed  on  the  ground  between  the 
embroidered  muklulcs  of  old  Jaolc  running  Habt.it,  and  the 
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dainty  moccasins  of  I  ary  Pretty-Boy*  Benny  wriggled  out 
backwards*  "Are  you  hungry?  .  e  *  re  going  to  eat  now/ 

"I'm  awful  hungry,"  be  cried,  getting  to  his  feet* 
"Can  we  make  a  camp-fire,  Poppy?” 

Sure.  Over  in  those  spruce  would  be  goody 
It  was  peaceful  with  the  wind  soughing  in  the 

brandies,  water  lapping  in  the  creek  beside  them,  and  the 

■ 

sound  of  the  Indian  singing  in  the  distance.  Tommy  fetched 
a  couple  of  blankets  from  the  car,  spreading  them  before 

the  fire  • 

“Are  you  warm  enough.  Poppy?”  he  asked.  fflet 
me  put  my  jacket  round  your  shoulders.” 

"1*71  plenty  warm,”  she  answered  irritably.  She 
leaned  back  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  poking  at  a 
flaming  log  with  a  stick,  moodily  watching  the  sparks 
fly  up. 

" I  like  a  fire,1"  Benny  declared,  stretching 

himself  out. 

"Don't  get  jam  on  the  blanket,”  Poppy  warned  him,  1 
as  he  took  another  large  sandwich  from  the  bundle. 

"Come  on.  Poppy,1'  Tommy  pleaded.  "You*  re  not 
eating.  Have  a  sandwich,  won't  you?  ind  drink  some  of 
the  coke?” 

"I'll  eat  when  I'm  ready,  thanks." 

"if  you  don't  want  it,  just  give  it  to  me," 

Benny  sang  out.  "I've  got  lots  of  room." 
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Drawing  closer  to  the  fire,  the  girl  took  a 
thick  peanut -hut ter  sandwich  and  began  eating  hungrily 
of  the  fr  sh  home -made  bread.  The  wind  moaned  in  the 
strong  brandies.  The  drumming  and  singing  went  on  and 
on.  Through  the  trees  shone  the  warm  biasing  of  other 
camp-fires ,  with  figur  s  moving  about  them.  The  darkness 
was  beginning  to  close  in. 


ft-  •> 
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Isaiah  tightened  the  bow  of  his  violin*  while 
Whiskey  Bottle  plucked  at  the  strings  of  a  banjo.  The  two 
men  seated  themselves  on  sawn  logs  in  a  corner  of  the  open- 
air  dance -hall,  a  floor  surrounded  by  a  railing  of  poles. 
Pretty-Man  hung  a  lighted,  lantern  on  an  upright  post  behind 
them,  ancl  a  crowd  began  to  gather.  Off  in  the  darkness, 
by  the  fitful  light  of  a  drying  fire,  the  stick  game  went 

on  interminably  with  the  drumming  and  singing,  but  only  a 

■ 

few  old  Indians  were  left  playing.  Bright  lights  appeared 
on  the  road,  and  a  truck  groaned  to  a  stop  just  outside  the 
Reserve  territory.  Isaiah  struck  up  a  quick  foot -teasing 
tune  on  the  fiddle,  while  Frank  called  in  Ore©  and  in 
English,  ‘'C-et  your  partners  for  a  two-step.  * 

Under  the  threatening  sky,  and  among  the  rustling 

'll 

trees,  began  the  wild  dancing,  while  many  people  stood 
around  watching  and  talking*  Jay  came  into  the  light  shed 
by  the  lantern,  carrying  a  fancy  bridle,  a  bear -trap, 
and  a  fiddlo.  Bill  Many  dogs  followed  him  up  on  to  the 
dance-floor  and  into  a  corner,  where  Jay  sat  down  on  the 
railing.  The  old  man  pleaded  with  him,  throwing  his  hands 
about,  his  voice  rising  to  an  angry  pitch.  Finally  Jay 
handed  him  the  bridl.e.  Bill  took  it,  muttering  to  hi  self, 
and  disappeared  into  the  darkness.  Jay  flung  to©  bear- 
trap  by  its  chain  over  the  railing,  and  holding  the  fiddle 
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on  his  knee,  rolled  himself  a  cigarette. 

On  the  other  side.  Poppy  came  up  to  the  railing 
withTommy  and  Benny*  The  girl  watched  the  couples  swinging 
wildly;  Frank  Pretty-Boy  and  his  young  wife.  Big 0 man  with 
his  laughing  squaw,  young  half-breed  couples,  and  white 
people  about  the  edges. 

”1*31  not  dancing  to-night.”  She  spoke  distantly. 

" It  *  3  too  soon  af ter ....  .Anyway,  I*m  not  dancing  to-night.” 

"That’s  all  right.  Poppy.  I  understand.  But  we 

can  watch  them.” 

"All  right,  she  answered  dully.  "Anything  you  say 
Do  you  want  to  see  the  Bed  River  jigging?  Enoch  Gwna-Six- 
Ilorses  does  the  best  jigging  in  the  country.  ! 

"Sure •••••• .He  * s  quite  a  character,  isn’t  he ?” 

Benny  slipped  away  then,  worming  his  way  through 
the  watc  \ing  crowd.  Poppy  stretched  her  hand  out  after 
him  in  a  helpless  gesture. 

”l  say,  you  do  look  cold.”  Tommy  looked  anxiously 

down  at  the  girl.  1 

"l*m  all  right,”  she  muttered,  leaning  against 

the  railing. 

MWe  should  have  had  some  coffee  over  at  our  camp 
fire,  something  to  warm  you  up.  I  could  get  you  something 
from  Mrs.  Knife  over  there.  How  about  it?” 

"Well. .... .Tommy,  I*d  rather  watch  the  dancing.” 
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'*Thf  fc  *  a  all  right.  I  *11  get  it." 

From  trie  darkened  booth,  Mrs.  Knife  gave  him  two 

cups,  and  bent  among  the  shadows,  raking  the  dying  embers 

of  her  fire,  and  feeding  them  with  dry  kindling,  She  set 

the  blackened  coffee  pot  among  the  leaping  flames. 

"Hi  Torn:.  .y|"  safd  a  voice  behind,  them,  and  Romeo 

* 

appeared,  showing  his  long  teeth  in  a  cunning  smile. 

Tommy  glanced  up  from  the  fire,  frowning* 

"Hello." 

Romeo  slapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"Well,  how»s  the  boy?  Getting  a  nice  cup  of 
coffee  for  his  girlie  ?  Romeo  guffawed,  Youfre  wasting 

§ 

your  ti  e,  brother.  The  bets  in  tine  beer  parlour  is  all 

against  you ,n 

"What  bets?"  Tommy  asked,  staring. 

wWe  bet  in  the  beer  parlour  to-day.  Dies  and  Ek 

' 

and  me,  we  bet  ten  to  one  on  the  breed,  Panachuk,  he  * s  the 
only  one  for  you." 

"The  breed?" 

"Dizz  and  Ek  and  me,  we  got  our  money  on  Jay 
Baptiste."  Romeo^  slanting  yello?/  eyes  were  bright  in 
the  firelight,  with  dark  bits  of  hair  falling  over  them 
from  under  his  cap. 

Angrily,  Tommy  flourished  the  cups  in  his  hands. 
"You  low-down  hog,  youl  Look  at  the  poor  kid  I 
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Does  she  look  to  you  like  she  has  any  such  crazy  ideas?" 

Romeo  peered  through  the  crowd,  taking  a  long  look 
at  the  girl  standing  so  still  at  the  railing* 
f,We  11. .  ....•!  dunno • 11 

"Get  your  partners  for  a  waltz t"  Prank  Pretty-Man 

called. 

Poppy  felt  her  arm  being  shaken.  Benny  stood 

beside  her. 

"Jay  says,"  he  whispered,  "why  for  did  you  come  to 
Treaty  with  that  mangy  coyote?" 

The  dancers  were  clearing  off  now,  and  the  girl 
could  see  Jay  sitting  smoking  with  the  fiddle  on  his  knee, 
gazing  out  into  the  blackness  beyond.  She  bent  down  and 
said  in  Benny* a  ear. 

"Tell  him,  why  not?  He  * s  got  a  woman  in  the 
north  to  make  him  nice  jackets." 

The  sweet  notes  of  the  fiddle  made  a  tun©  full  of 
heart -ache,  and  the  noisy  dancers  began  circling  the  floor 
" Isn’t  it  ready  yet?"  Tommy  asked,  bending  over 
the  coffee  pot. 

"Soon  coffee  ready,"  Mrs.  Knife  assured  him. 

"Got  you  plenty  worried,"  Romeo  jeered. 

Tommy  waited  restlessly,  watching  the  girl, 
as  she  leaned  on  the  railing,  listening  to  the 
fiddling,  B©nny  appeared  at  her  side  again,  tousled  and 
breathless • 
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”He  says,”  the  child  panted,  "he  say,  well  at 
least  tie  don’t  bring  another  girl  along  when  you’re  going 
to  be  here.” 

She  looked  down  at  the  little  boy’s  eager  face, 

"Tell  him,  how  could  I  help  it  when  I  couldn’t 
even  come  tore  unless  I  com©  with  Tommy.  I  got  nobody, 
nobody,"  she  said  bitterly, 

"She  ain’t  going  to  dance,"  Romeo  declared 
Impatiently,  "Standing  t here  like  a  stuiap.” 

The  wind  was  rising,  rustling  myriads  of  large 
leaves,  sighing  through  the  evergreens.  The  music  sounded 
as  though  it  came  from  some  far-off  hidden  place,  and  the 
drums  and  the  Indian  singing  seemed  to  die  away.  Poppy 
shivered,  looking  at  the  strange  dark  faces  beside  her. 
Sometimes,  betwe  n  the  moving  figures  of  the  dancers,  she 
could  see  Jay’s  red  shirt,  kith  a  beating  heart,  she 
waited  for  Denny.  H©  was  back  very  soon,  stretching  up 
to  whisper, 

"He  says,  It’s  so  terrible  to  be  a  breed,  he  says. 

"Oh,  Benny  I lf 

"That’s  what  he  says.  Poppy," 

"Tell  him,..,, tell  him,  being  a  breed  don’t  make 
no  difference.  I’m  white,  and  it’s  terrible  anyways." 

As  the  chill  scrambled  off,  she  turned  her  face 


from  the  lamp-light 
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"He  ain’t  going  to  dane©  neither i”  Torneo  said 
fiercely.  "Sitting  there  like  a  stump  too.  I  lose  ten 
bucks.  So  does  X>izz  and  Ek.  Pamchuk’s  a  lucky  guy." 

"Teach  you  to  mind  your  own  business,"  Tommy 
muttered,  as  Mrs.  Knife  removed  the  coffee  from  the  fire. 

"Well,  I  got  to  go.  There’s  Dizz.  Guess  what  Dizz 
and  me  got  in  the  truck?" 

"You  didn’t  bring  your  damn  rotten  moonshine  with 
you  to  the  Reserve?" 

"Look  out,  little  boy,"  Romeo  sneered.  "You 
might  get  mixed  up  in  something." 

Tommy  turned  his  back,  setting  down  the  cups  on  a 
bench  while  Mrs.  Knife  poured  out  the  coffee. 

Out  of  the  breath  of  the  wind,  a  few  large  drops 
of  rain  began  to  fall,  spattering  amongst  the  dancers, 
and  dropping  with  plunking  sounds  in  the  dust.  Isaiah 
quickened  the  tempo  of  his  music,  and  the  dancing  couples 
gave  wild  yells  as  their  feet  poupded  the  floor.  Benny 
wiped  a  raindrop  from  the  end  of  his  nose  with  the  back  of 
his  hand. 

"What  did  he  say?"  Poppy  asked  him,  very  low. 

"Bend  down  and  let  me  whisper,  He  said,  »Ne times 
. . Ra  sakehit’." 

"dh,  did  to,  Benny?" 

"I  know  what  that  means,"  the  child  said  shyly. 
"And  to  said  he’d  fix  it.1' 
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The  girls  smiled,  looking  among  the  dancers  to 
find  Jay,  She  saw  Bill  Kanydogs  putting  his  head  between 
the  railings,  and  old  Enoch  and  his  wife  came  into  the 
light  near  him.  As  the  waltz  ended.  Jay  wandered  over  to 
Isaiah  and  Prank.  After  they  had  talked  quietly  together, 
Frank  called  for  Red  River  jigging, 

"Netimos  lif  Benny  sang,  his  eyes  sparkling, 

" Here *  s  your  coffee, "  Poppy  heard.  Tommy  say 
behind  her. 

'’They* re  just  going  to  Jig,”  Taking  the  cup,  she 
gave  him  a  wide  slow  smile.  "Look,  it  isnft  going  to  rain 
after  all,  It*s  quitting  again.”  She  held  her  face  up 
to  the  sky. 

Frank  Pretty  Ian  stepped  to  the  middle  of  the 
floor  just  then,  and  began  talking  earnestly  in  Gree. 

The  crowd  became  silent. 

"What  *  s  he  saying?"  Tommy  whispered,  sipping  the 

coffee , 

"He  says  the  police  will  be  looking  around  and 
everybody  to  be  good  and  not  get  Into  trouble, "  Poppy 
told  him. 

"Police?  Gee,  I  hope  they  behave  and  we  can  see 

the  jigging." 

Isaiah  and  hiskey  Bottle  began  some  quick  music, 
while  everyone  pressed  back  to  clear  the  floor « 
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"Enochl  Enoch!”  Prank  called  amid  eager 

clapping* 

With  a  pleased  snr  le  on  his  old  wrinkled  face, 
Enoch  Owns -S ix -Horse s  cane  up  on  to  th©  dance  floor,  hesi¬ 
tating  there  a  moment  until  his  old  wife  was  beside  him* 
Then,  on  moccasined  feet,  he  danced*  His  feet  moved  with 
incredible  svd-ftness*  Gracefully,  he  held  out  his  hands 
before  him,  and  his  shoulders  were  still*  Close  at  his 
side  his  old  wife  danced  too,  watching  to  follow  his  steps. 
Almost  noiselessly  their  feet  moved,  hardly  seeming  to 
touch  the  floor*  The  dance  went  on  and  on  ,  the  steps 
varying  and  changing  to  the  same  monotonous  rhythmic  music* 
Then  Bill  hanydogs  began  Jigging  beside  them,  and  old  Enoch 
was  clapped  off.  As  the  older  woman  tired,  Mrs,  Waters 
took  her  place,  following  in  turn  Bill’s  complicated 
footing* 

"They  sure  can  dance,"  Tomy  remarked*  "Can 

you.  do  it  too?" 

"Done  it  for  ten  years 

"I  wish  I  could  see  you . Gee,  you  wouldn’t 

think  a  squaw  as  big  as  that  one  could  be  so  light  on  her 

foot,"  he  added,  as  Mps,  Powderfac©  began  to  jig.  "Say . 

is  it  really  going  to  rain?" 

"I  don’t  think  so."  She  set  their  empty  cups  on 


the  ground  at  their  feet* 
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Wind  rooked  the  lantern,  and  the  music  began  to 
sound  thin  and  far  away*  Sheet  lightning  flashed,  making 
a  ghastly  greenish  light  for  a  second,  and  then  all  was 
black  again.  Thunder  roared  dully  in  the  distance.  And  now 
the  wind  blew  in  great  gusts,  bringing  rain  with  it.  Isaiah 
put  up  his  fiddle,  glancing  at  the  sky.  Suddenly,  Biggeman 
plunged  drunkenly  into  th©  middle  of  the  floor  and  lurched 
up  to  Frank. 

f,Where»s  your  ol*  pleece?"  he  shouted. 

"Get  awayl”  Prank  struck  at  him  with  his  fist.s. 
"You  want  us  all  in  trouble ?" 

n Fights  Fighbl”  Jack  Knife  came  yelling  in 
behind,  his  eyes  glittering  bright,  his  mouth  wet.  The  crowc 
surged  upon  them.  Tunny  felt  the  girl  dart  from  his  side. 
She  jumped  up  on  to  the  dance  floor  to  Jay  who  was  calling 
to  her  in  Cree. 

"Hold  this,  and  keep  behind  me.1'  He  thrust 
tie  fiddle  into  her  u/d  .  ^Then  he  snatched  up  the  bear 
trap  from  the  railing* 

"What  are  you  doing?"  Tommy  cried,  getting  up 
on  to  the  floor. 

"I  must  atop  the  fight  l "  Jay  shouted.  "The 
police  will  cornel' 

lie  advanced  upon  the  fighting  men,  swinging  the 
■aL,ly  steel  low  on  the  floor,  striking  mooc&eined  feet. 

The  men  fell  back,  leaping  over  the  railings.  Rain  began 
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lashing  down  with  the  wind.  The  lantern  blew  about, 
throwing  the  light  eerily  from  one  place  to  another.  Benny 
clutched  Poppy’s  arm,  watching  the  fight • 

"You  got  a  coat?"  she  asked  him. 

“Yeah,  at  the  tent." 

"Take  the  fiddle t“  she  cried,  while  the  rain 
I  streamed  down  their  faces,  "it *3  Cramp’s  fiddle.  It’ll 
get  spoilt,  trap  it  in  your  coat.  Go  on  now,  runt" 

“  Poppy i  '  Tommy  seized  her  shoulder.  "W#  got 
to  get  out  of  herel" 

"Let  me  alone l"  She  jerked  herself  free,  ”l»m 
not  coming  with  you l" 

“ftot  coming?"  H©  stood  in  the  pouring  rain, 
soaked  to  oh©  skin,  his  hair  plastered  to  his  head.  S  he 
faced  him,  wet  and  dripping# 

“Go  away l  Go  away I “ 

Tno  clanking  sound  of  stool  clattered  over  the 
rough  boards.  Yelling  and  shouting,  the  men  were  disappear¬ 
ing  into  the  dark.  Only  Biggeraan  stayed,  crouching  as 
though  getting  roady  to  spring.  Jay  swung  the  trap  high, 
and  the  druid:  native  rotruated  between  the  rails. 

“loppy,  I  can’t  leave  you  now ! n  Tommy  cried. 
"Wait,"  he  pleaded.  “Think  what  you’re  doing." 

Isaiah  had  reached  the  lantern.  Jay  spoke  to 
the  girl  in  Cree. 
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"You  dirty  breed i"  Tommy  shouted,  patting  tip 
his  fists.  "Put  that  damn  thing  down  and  fight in 

The  menacing  trap  swung  high,  catching  Tommy  a 
cruel  blow  on  the  s holder.  He  fell  back  against  the  rails. 
The  flame  of  the  lantern  blew  out.  In  the  darkness  and  the 
pouring  rain,  man  and  women  cried  to  each  other.  Head¬ 
light  s  flashed  briefly,  and  a  motor  roared  as  the  truck 
started  off.  Soon  wagons  rumbled  over  the  uneven  ground, 
hoofs  pounding  with  the  down-coming  rain.  Riders  galloped 
fast  down  the  road.  The  sounds  faded  in  the  unleashed  wind. 
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CHAPTER  T  EHTY-EIGHT 

i. 

By  late  afternoon  next  day,  the  storm  had  passed. 

A  fresh  westerly  bfeeze  rolled  back  the  grey  curtains  of 
cloud,  shook  the  trees,  bringing  down  showers  of  raindrops 
from  the  leaves,  and  blew  low  along  the  flattened  grasses. 
The  wet  pine  gave  off  a  sharp  pungent  odor  that  mingled 
with  the  scent  of  rainwashed  wild  roses,  and  of  the  damp 
earth  of  the  fields.  Vesper  sparrows  sang  high  piping 
notes,  and  robins  crooned  liquidly  in  the  coolness  of  the 
forest. 

Along  the  mired  road  winding  among  the  trees, 
a  lar;.  e  truck  wh  ezed  and  floundered,  roaring  loudly  in  the 
quiet  country,  leaving  a  twisted  trail  in  the  mud,  up  to 
the  gate  of  Panaciiuk’s  farm.  In  rubber  boots  and  overalls, 
Olga  stood  almost  knee -deep  in  muck  at  the  water-trough, 
while  the  work  horses  about  her  drank  long  and  noisily. 

"Pop!”  she  cried  out.  "Her©  comes  Homo  and  Dizz. 
What  the  hell  do  they  want  here?" 

Pitohfork  in  hand,  Banachuk  came  out  of  the  barn, 
his  black  eyes  darting  to  the  truck. 

"Look  at  them,  staggering  like  hooligans!"  Olga 
swung  her  black  braids  in  disgust.  "You  can  smell  their 

moonshine  a  mile.'* 

Her  father  moved  towards  the  gate. 

"You  get  stuck?"  he  shouted. 
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Romeo  and  Dizzoli  slithered  and  stumbled,  their 
arms  flying  about  grotesquely. 

"We  got  newel”  Dlzzoli  babbled,  rubbing  hia 
forehead,  leaving  a  streak  of  mud  on  it  from  his  filthy 


band. 


Romeo  stood  grinning  like  a  playful  dog,  his 
teeth  sharp  in  his  muddy  face. 

"We  come  to  collect!”  he  barked,  and  licked  his 


lips , 

"What  you  come  to  collect?”  Panachuk  asked, 

staring. 

Romeo  took  an  u  certain  step  and  waved  his  arms. 
"You  lost  the  bet  l  W©  got  our  money  on  Jay 
Baptiste,  and  Jay  Baptiste,  he  got  the  girl!  Ten  to  one 
on  the  breed,  we  bet!” 

"Got  your  money  on  the  wrong  horse,  Fanny t” 
Dizzoli  laughed,  his  mouth  hanging  foolishly  open. 

"Go  *way  wit  you I  Lina,  she  no  let  Poppy  go 
wit  a  breed.  She  got  Poppy  tight  in  de  fist!” 

Dizzoli  gave  a  shout  of  drunken  laughter. 

”Poppy*s  gone  into  the  bush  with  a  breed,  though.. 

. Forty  bucks  easy  money.  Come  on,  Pannyl” 

Panachuk  blinked  fast.  "Ek,  he  say  sometliise  he 

see  Poppy  and  Jny . ..But  Lina,  she  got  everyting  tight 

in  de  fist.  Poppy  too." 
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having  a  dish-towel,  Mrs.  Panaeh.uk  crossed  the 
yard  to  the  men,  her  hare  feet  thrust  into  low  rubbers,  a 
shapeless  cotton  dress  over  her  voluminotis  curves. 

"What  is  it,  all  d is  talk?”  she  demanded  shrilly, 
watching  the  two  scarecrows  of  men  staggering  and  bellowing 
on  the  road. 

"They*re  just  slap-happy  drunk,  Ka,"  Olga  cried, 
following  the  woman  slowly  in  her  high  boots. 

Panachuk  turned  sharply,  quivering  with  excitement. 

”Dey  say  Lina*s  Poppy  she  run  off  wit  Jay  Baptiste, 
like  £k  sayl" 

"Poppyl"  Olga  gasped,  her  hand  on  her  throat. 
"Lina*  11  give  her  hell  now." 

"Big  farmer  Lina,"  Mrs.  Panachuk  grunted,  putting 
her  hands  on  her  hips.  "Now  we  see  if  she  so  fine  woman. 
My  Olga  she  no  run  wit  de  breeds." 

"Give  us  our  money l"  Romeo  shouted,  leering.  "We 
bet  on  the  breed  ten  to  one.  We  put  our  money  on  the 
winner l " 

Dizzoli  struck  an  attitude. 

"Ladies  and  Gen*leman,  the  winner.  Jay  Baptiste  1" 

"You  bet  in  de  beer  parlour,  you  big  fool,  you?" 
the  woman  cried,  glaring  into  her  husband*s  face. 

"Go  *way  wit  youl"  Panachuk  shook  the  pitchfork 
at  the  men.  "You  big  liars  t” 
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"Look."  Romeo  pointed  across  the  fields,  his  long 
teeth  showing  in  a  grin.  "There  goes  the  loser,  Tommy 
Hanson!  His  daddy  »s  nice  car  stuck  in  the  mud.  How  lie  *11 
be  going  to  Sven’s  to  get  a  team  to  pull  *er  out.” 

"lt’s  him.  Tommy, 11  Olga  whispered  to  her  mother, 
"it’s  true.  It  must  be.,f  They  all  looked  over  at  the 
figure  which  appeared  and  disappeared  on  the  we  11 -bushed 
trail  beyond  the  wheat  field. 

"Go  ’way  wit  you!"  Panachuk  ordered  the  men,  ad¬ 
vancing  with  the  pitchfork.  "I  see  you  in  town.  Go 
’way l" 

"That’s  Tormny,"  Olga  muttered.  "She  went  with 
Tommy.  She  ain’t  with  Tommy  now.  Lina ’ll  kill  her." 

She  stood  in  the  mud,  watching  the  boy  until  he  was  out  of 
sight . 

He  walked  slowly,  hfs  Shoes  heavily  loaded  with 
mud  which  he  sometimes  kicked  off  against  a  stump  before 
plodding  on.  ’.Veariness  showed  in  his  walk,  and  in  his 
young  faoe.  His  mouth  twitched  as  though  in  pain,  and  he 
held  his  right  arm  stiffly  bent  at  the  elbow. 

Mrs.  Sven  met  him  at  the  door. 

"Tommy!"  She  looked  at  his  mud -streaked  clothes 
and  white  set  face  with  frightened  eyes.  "What  in  the 
world?  Did  you  get  stuck  with  the  car?" 


He  nodded  mutely. 
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"Well,  some  In . No,  never  mind  about  the  mud. 

I'm  not  even  trying  to  keep  the  place  clean  to-day. 

Here,  sit  down,  and  1*11  get  you  a  cup  of  tea.  You  must 
stay  to  supper,  IfXl  h  ve  it  on  in  no  time,"  She 
bustled  about,  stirring  up  the  fire  and  setting  the 
kettle  to  boil.  51 Were  you  at  Treaty?"  she  asked  him, 

"Yes." 

Sven  appeared  in  the  cellar-doorway  with  a  handful 

of  tools, 

"Well,  Tommy l  Treaty  must  of  been  pretty  rough, 
judging  by  the  looks  of  you," 

"Pretty  rough,"  the  boy  answered  in  a  muffled  tone. 

Sven  smiled.  "We  was  just  about  flooded  out  down¬ 
stairs.  I  been  syphoning  pretty  near  all  day.  It*  11  be 
all  right  now,  lit  he  1,"  he  told  his  wife.  "’We  could  of 
had  a  real  indoor  swimming-pool  for  the  kids."  He 
winked  at  Tommy.  "These  women  don*t  want  no  progressive 
ideas ." 

"Could  I  borrow  a  team  from  you,  Sven?"  The  boy 
asked,  "I  got  the  oar  stuck  a  piece  down  the  road." 

"Why  sure,  Maybe  you  better  brin?  the  car  up  here 
till  the  roads  dry  up  some ....  .Well,  wait’  till  after 
supper.  I  got  a  lot  to  do  yet."  He  put  a  cap  on  his 
blond  head,  and  went* to  the  porch  for  his  rubber  boots. 
"I»ll  see  you  at  3upper,"  he  called  through  the  screen. 


.  I L 


- 


* 


. 

.  ; 

. 

: 


■ 


. 


■ 


, 


■ 

. 


-  -  •  • 


424 


Mrs,  Sven  peeled  potatoes  with  great  ener gy  at 
the  sink,  but  she  looked  anxiously  at  the  boy.  He  put  his 
tend  on  his  shoulder,  his  face  twisting  with  pain. 

"You’re  hurt l"  she  exclaimed.  "Tommy . what 

teppe**©&?  Is  it  your  shoulder?” 

!tIt’s  all  right,"  he  told  her.  "Mo  blood.  Just 
a  bad  scrape  and  a  bruise ...... .Do  you  mind  if  I  wash?11 

Of  course.  Just  a  minute*  1*11  give  you  some 
hot  water ...... .Did  you  get  Poppy  safely  home  ?  Olga  said 

you  w  re  taking  her  along." 

Tommy *s  eyes  did  not  meet  hers. 

"She . isn’t  with  me. 

Mrs.  Sven  came  over  to  him,  touching  his  lamed 
shoulder  lightly  with  her  hand. 

"My  dear . what  is  it?" 

The  boy  began  washing  his  hands  in  silence . 

U  .10  ;  \  I! 

"I  guess  I  may  as  well  tell  you,”  he  said  finally,  , 

looking  up  at  her  with  young  ey<  s  of  misery.  "Poppy’s 
run  off  with  Jay  Baptiste." 

" Poppy l" 

"At  the  dance  last  night......."  He  wiped  his 

hands,  swallowing  hard.  "She’s  always  known  him,  Mrs.  Sveft. 

"The  poor  child.  There  was  nothing  you  could  do?" 

"I  tried..... But,  if  that’s  what  she  wants,  well 

■ 
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"Oh,  Tommy*  I’m  terribly  sorryl” 

"Mrs.  Sven,  I  think  I  better  go  and  tell  Lina, 
D’you  think  I  could  borrow  the  saddle-  pony?" 

She  looked  up  at  hin. 

"*ou  think  you  should  go?” 

"Yes,  I  must,  I  took  Poppy  off  with  me  and 
never  brought  her  back.” 

Mrs. Sven  turned  to  the  sink  again. 

’’This  will  be  a  terrible  blow  for  Lina.. . I 

d>  n’t  know  h ow  she *11  take  it.” 

"I’m  not  afraid  of  her,  if  that’s  what  you  mean,” 
Tommy  declared. 

Mrs.  Sven  put  the  potatoes  into  a  saucepan  and 
set  them  to  boil. 

’’Wait,  dear.  Wait  till  we’ve  load  supper,  and 
we’ll  talk  things  over.” 

”0h,  pleasel”  the  boy  implored.  ’’Let’s  not  talk 
Poppy  over." 

"I’m  so  sorry.  Tommy.”  She  faced  him  in  the 
quiet  kitchen.  ”l*v©  been  afraid  of  this  for  a  long  time. 

My  dear,  I’ve  watched  her  grow  up . ..lonely.  Jay  was 

everything  to  her,  always.  What  she  needed  was . a 

mother  l " 

_ 

Heavy  footsteps  stamped  up  the  steps  on  to  the 
porch.  Through  the  screen,  Mrs.  Sven  saw  her  neighbor. 
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Mrs.  Panachuk,  her  untidy  hair  hastily  tied  back  with  a 
bright  handkerchief,  her  eyes  glittering  with  excitement • 

"Miz  Svenl"  she  called  into  the  kitchen.  " I 
make  cake  for  de  supper,  and  I  got  no  de  sugar.  You  lend 
me  sugar,  yes?" 

"Come  in,  Mrs.  Panachuk.  Of  course  I  can  lend 
you  some  sugar.  Have  you  a  cup  there?" 

Banging  open  the  door,  the  big  woman  lumbered  in, 
not  seeing  Tommy  who  leaned  against  the  wall  behind  her. 

"What  you  tink.  Mis.  Sven?"  she  cried,  "Lina*s 
Poppy4,  she  run'way  wit  Jay  Baptiste l  Romeo  and  Dizz,  dey 
told.  Lina»s  Poppy  run  *way  wit  a  breed.  Dat  Lina,  she 
tirik  she  too  fine  for  us.  Now  she  seel"  Mrs,  Pamchuk 
flung  her  hands  wide.  "A  breed j" 

"Leave  the  girl  alone."  Mrs.  Sven  spoke  severely 
as  she  measured  out  the  sugar. 

"But  Tommy  Fanson  -  he  is  here?"  She  turned  about 
and  saw  him.  "Why  you  no  keep  your  Poppy?  Why  you  let 
a  breed  take  her?"  she  laughed. 

The  boy  looked  levelly  at  her  without  speaking. 

"Here»s  the  sugar,  Mrs.  Panachuk.  I  hope  you 
get  your  cake  made  in  time  for  supper."  Mrs.  Svens  miled. 
"The  weather  seems  to  be  clearing,  doesn*t  it?  Dear  me, 

I  must  call  the  children  In.;  they*  11  be  mud  to  the  eye¬ 
brows.  Shall  I  walk  down  to  the  gate  with  you?" 
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Almost  bewildered,  the  other  woman  found  herself 

be ing  ledont  s ide • 

!,Dere*3  Kk  on  de  wagonl11  she  exclaimed,  sighting 
a  team  coining  down  the  road,  11 1  get  de  ride  home."  She 
plowed  through  the  mud,  waving  and  calling. 


2. 

On  the  sadcl le -pony.  Tommy  slithered  hi3  way  to 
Ashley’s.  The  wind  had  swept  the  grey  clouds  from  the  sky, 
and  died  now  to  a  gentle  rustling  in  the  leaves.  The  la3t 
rays  of  the  setting  sun  had  disappeared.  All  along  the 
way,  he  could  see  fresh  wagon  tracks  in  the  mud,  and 
presently,  turning  the  last  bend  in  the  road,  he  saw 
Isaiah* s  wagon  and  team  stopping  at  Lina’s  gate  ahead, 

With  his  jacket  bundled  up  under  his  a  rm,  Benny 
jumped  down  over  the  wheel,  scuttling  quickly  under  the 
fence  and  over  to  the  house.  Starting  with  a  lurch,  the 
wagon  creaked  on.  Cows  stood  inside  the  gate,  bawling 
to  be  milked.  As  Tommy  dismounted  and  tied  the  reins  to 
a  fence -post,  a  largo  ugly  dog  rushed  out,  barking  and 
growling.  The  boy  crawled  through  the  railings  of  the 
gate  just  as  Lina  appeared  with  milk -pails  in  her  hand. 

He  stood  waiting,  hi3  steady  grey  eyes  on  her  face. 

She  buttoneed  her  ragged  sweater  at  the  throat, 
MWelll,, . So  you  come  horse-back.  Bad  storm. 
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that  on©  was 

"Yes. " 

"I  guess  your  car  got  stuck,  eh?  Still  a  country 
for  horses,  this  is.  V  eil,  where’s  Poppy?  'Left  her  up 
at  Sven1  s  I  spose?  I  see  you  got  Sven’s  sa Idle -pony  there . 

Tommy  shook  his  head. 

"  Mrs .  As  hie  y  •  •  • .  •  Poppy  d  idn  *  t  ©  ome  back  with  me  . " 

Lina  dumped  the  pails  on  the  ground  with  a  rattle 
and  olang. 

ttMy  God,  what  are  you  talking  about  now?  Can’t 
a  woman  trust  a  great  big  fellow  like  you  to  see  a  girl 
home  proper?" 

"I  did  the  best  I  could.  But ...... .1 ’ve  come  to 

tell  you . Poppy . Mrs.  Ashley,  it  wasn’t  me  she 

wanted,  it  was  Jay,  all  the  time.  ’ 

"jay.*  That  breed l  You’re  crazy l  For  God’s 
sake  what  are  you  saying?" 

"I’ve  come  to  tell  you . she’s  gone  with  Jay." 

The  woman  stiffened,  looking  at  him  with  blazing 
eyes,  her  fists  clenched  as  though  she  would  strike  him. 
She  was  a  tall  woman,  but.  he  matched  her  in  height,  and  he 
did  not  shrink  from  her  look.  In  the  coming  twilight, 
they  faced  each  other,  while  the  restless  cows  moved  about 
them,  mooing  plaintively. 

"i  -  don’t  -  believe  -  itl"  Lina  choked. 
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"She  wouldn*t  -  she  wouldn't  be  such  a  fool.*" 

"it's  t7me.  She's  gone  with  Jay,  off  to  the 
hush,  God  knows  where,  ”  he  said  in  a  level  tone, 

"It's  a  liej” 

He  shook  his  head.  She  saw  the  grim  lines  of 
his  young  face,  the  steady,  accusing  eyes, 

"You  blasted  lumell" 

As  though  deaf  to  her  words,  he  got  back  on  to  the 
road,  and  mounted,  wincing  against  the  pain  in  his  shoulder, 
She  watched  him  ride  off,  her  face  suddenly  drawn  and  old. 
When  he  had  disappeared  from  sight,  she  drew  away  from  the 
gate  and  strode  to  the  house, 

"Look  what  I  got,  Muml"  Benny  exclaimed  when  she 

came  in • 

She  stood  still  in  the  kitchen,  watching  him. 
Filthy  beyond  description,  he  bit  hungrily  into  a  large 
hunk  of  bread  and  butter,  holding  out  a  violin  in  his  free 
band,  "Gramp's  fiddle,  D'you  think  I  can  learn  tc  play  it?" 
"Where  dldyou  get  it?"  Lina  asked  harshly. 
mhe  child  looked  up,  surprised. 

"I  got  it  at  Treaty.  Poppy  gave  it  to  me.  Jay 
won  it  in  the  stick  game.  And  I  got  two  bits  in  a  race, 
and  -  * 

"  Jayl" 

At  her  tone,  the  child's  face  we nt  quite  white. 

He  put  the  fiddle  down  on  the  table. 
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"Where’s  your  sister?”  Lina  demanded. 

"I  don’t  know.” 

"What  do  you  know  about  Poppy  and  Jay?*1 

Benny  rubbed  one  bare  foot  against  the  other, 
his  eyes  on  £he  floor. 

"I  don’t  know  nothing.” 

"That’s  a  lie." 

In  two  steps  she  had  reached  him,  and  grabbing 
him  by  the  front  of  his  shirt  in  a  hard  strong  hand,  she 
forced  his  head  back,  looking  fiercely  into  his  face. 

"if  you  don’t  tell  me  the  truth,  1*11  smash  you 
down  till  you  never  get  up.  By  God,  it*s  time  I  took  you 
in  hand i ” 

"You’re  hurting.*"  Benny  cried  out,  struggling 
in  her  grasp. 

"And  I’ll  be  hurting  more  before  I’m  done..... Did 
Jay  and  Poppy  tell  you  things?  Answer  me.*'1 

Tears  came  into  the  child’s  eyes. 

Lina  loosed  him,  giving  him  a  shove  that  nearly 
knocked  him  down. 

"What  did  they  tell  you?" 

Benny  broke  into  harsh  sobs. 

"I  don’t  know.  I  don’t  know.  I  cross  d  my  heart 
to  never  never  tell."  Be  threw  himself  down  in  a  huddle 
on  a  chair,  crying  bitterly. 
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;,4nd  I  was  thinking  you  was  like  Daddy . like 

Ben  jie  . . .  # .  .fi  The  woman's  quivering  face  went  hard.  "Why, 
holy  bald-headed l  You're  nothing  more ' n  another  of  Sym 

Ashley's  brats . That's  what  you  are  ....... I  can’t 

stand  the  look  of  you.  Get  out  of  my  sight l w 

White  and  trembling,  the  little  boy  ran  lobbing 
into  the  next  room.  For  moments,  the  woman  stood  brans - 
fixed  in  the  darkening  kitchen.  Then  she  moved  woodenly 
to  the  door,  and  walked  with  dragging  footsteps  across  the 
yard  to  the  cattle. 

Bre  thing  the  fresh  cool  air  was  like  dipping  into 
cool  w  ters.  The  land  was  in  twilight  now,  with  grey 
shadowiness  over  the  acres  of  young  wheat,  and  the  pasture , 
and  the  untouched  timber  beyond.  Shadows  would  be  gather¬ 
ing  over  the  hayland  too,  with  its  new  growth  of  luscious 
grass,  and  over  the  acres  that  were  once  Olenski'a  where 
his  old  shack  was  tumbling  into  decay.  The  whole  land  lay 
tranquil,  beautiful,  utterly  still.  A  single  star  shone 
in  the  clear  sky  above  the  tree -tops. 

it  the  water  trough,  clustered  the  strong  forms 
of  the  work -horses,  and  in  the  little  pasture  by  the  yard, 
the  bells  of  the  mares  with  their  colts  tinkled  among  the 
willows.  The  bulky,  awkward  bodies  of  the  cattle  lay 
humped  near  the  gate.  The  beast  nearest  Lina  turned  a 
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horned  head  with  a  low,  plaintive  note.  Lifting  a  pail 
from  the  ground,  the  woman  kicked  the  cow  to  its  feet. 
Crouching,  she  "began  mechanically  to  milk. 


The  End. 


I 


